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Tux PozTzy which has adorned 
the NEwsPAPER of the WORLD has had its 
mirers in evety country. To that medium was it 
owing that the Verſes of DELLA Cavsca and 
Anna MATILDA were firft ſeen—and it will in- 
deed be happy for poſterity ſhould ſuch Poetry be 
ſeen again. TRE CoLLECTIONS in the following 

| 5 Az 5 Vo- 


Coby] 


V olume have merit that is various. They are on | 
various ſubjects, and from Authors, perhaps, fitu- 
ated as variouſly as their Works, 


We truft, that while each Man may admire his 
own beft, he will not be ſorry to ſee himſelf intro- 
duced inn Company, who, next to himſelf, may be 
thought to be moſt agreeable, 


In "this Collection — are names whom Gzxius 
will ever look upon as her beft ſupporters. It has 
to boaſt the aid of Mr. SnERIDAN, Mr. MERRY, 
Mrs, CowLEtvy, Mr. AnDREWs, Mr. JERNING= 
nan, Mr. Col Ax, Mrs. RoBins0N, Capt. 
Broome, Capt. Torxam, c. Sc. Sc. with the 
addition of names not leſs Pty r they 

may not be known. 


| Such the PUBLISHER has to ſay are the ornaments 
of the preſent Work : which from time to time will 
| ; be 


* 


be continued, as materials may be ſupplied from the 
numerous Writers who may occafionally contribute to 
the PAPER of the Wor hD, 
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ON THE 
INFANT DAUGHTER 


LADY HAGGERSTON. 


Exprakixc Inxocencs, thou lovely child! 
Attractive promiſe of each op'ning grace, 

Ah! thus, in infancy, thy mother ſmil'd, 

And gave aſſurance of an angePs face. 


Vor. III. B Oh! 


2 ON THE INFANT DAUGHTER) Ge. 

Oh! may'ſt bon imitate the ſteps sHE took, 
Serenely mild, and innocently gay ! 

May virtue ſmile, imprinted on thy look, 
And calm SIMPLICITY mark out thy way. 


To lure the weak, let thoughtleſs FoLLyY try, 
With ev'ry wiſh in vanity to ſhine ; 
Soon muſt the meteor in its falſhood die, 
Whilſt REeasoN triumphs and each virtue's thine. 


So ſhalt ro be, what many falſely ſcem,, 
The beauteous IMAGE of angelic worth : 
Secure to charm in rivetted eſteem, 


Till Heav'N ſhall tear thee from admiring earth. 


SUCH is my wiſh: and when maturer age 
Shall gently looſe the fetters of thy tongue, 
May that ſame mother turn this humble page, 
And bid thee read the pleaſing truth I ſung. 
IG : PHILANDER. 
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Fuly 6, 1789. 


l To urs 
GRACE 
THE 


DUKE OF DORSET. 


With the Opt following. 


Fo ru, my Lord, whoſe fair unbiaſs'd zeal 
Still glows, unweary'd, for thy Country's weal ; 
And, from attachment to thy Sov*ReIGN ſhown, 
Gives added ſtrength and luſtre to the throne ; 
Say, can a higher theme the Mus employ, 
Than the bright proſpect of @ People's joy, 
Reſtor'd to all their ardent pray'rs deſir'd, 
When human firmneſs fail'd, and Hoes expir'd? 


To THEE, with ev'ry kindly wiſh endu'd, 
What view more grateful than thy Country's good; 
Heav*n's bounteous grace on ev'ry heart impreſt, 
A MoxaRcn happy, and an EMPIRE bleſt! 
To ſee, with lib'ral thought, a rival State, 
Watch nobly anxious o'er BRITANNIA“s fate; 
Partake with gen'rous grief her former care, 
And in the gen'ral joy now gladly ſhare. 
B 2 | Nor 


4 TO THE DUKE OF DORSET. 


Nor could this tribute of the Gallic Musk 
A fitter patron than a DoRs Er chuſe; 
Who joins to manly Britiſh worth, the bland 
And milder vinues of this poliſ'd Land. 
Meets that diſtinguiſh'd grace, ſo rarely known, 
Not to his ſtation, but his merit ſhown ; 
Whilſt FRAN c has ne'er receiv'd with fairer fame, 
Or paid more honours than to DoRxsRT's name; 
And let this be his firſt and proudeſt boaſt, 

They moſt regard him—who have known bim moſt. 


THE WORLD, 


July 10, 1789. 
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TRANSLATION : 


oF A 


FRENCH O D E, 
Written on the 


KING'S BIRTH-DAY. 


O nar! with ev'ry bleſſing crown'd, 
This happy Morn's auſpicious riſe, 
That ſpreads ſuch grateful rapture round, 
And glads a longing Nation's eyes; 
Reſtores the Prince to ev'ry heart ſo dear, 
And checks the gen'ral grief, the genral tear. 


*Tis not alone the common joy, 
This day's enlivening proſpect ſhows, 
But the pure bliſs without alloy, 
More exquiſite from former woes ; | 
Which bids at/once, pale Fear and Anguiſh ceaſe, 
And ſmiling Nature ſhow her faireſt face. 


B 3 O, Al- 


* 


6 TRANSLATION OF A 


O, Albion! o'er whoſe favor'd Iſle 
The ſounds of gratulation flow, 

On thee may Fate propitious ſmile, 

And ey'ry laſting good beſtow ; - 


| N or in thoſe boſoms late with grief oppreſt, 


Aught but content, and ſettled * 8888 


And thou, O gracious Prince! whoſe care 
Does equal o'er thy realm extend, 
And bids it all thy bounty ſhare, 
The Huſband, Father, and the Friend ; 
Long may a willing land thy pow'r obey, 
And feel the influence of thy Heav'n-born ſway. 


When fortune, at that trying hour, 
On thee her worſt afflictions pour'd, 
Suppliant to ev'ry guardian pow'r, 
An anxious world thy life implor'd ; 
Whilſt pitying Heav'n the gracious mandate gave, 
With thine an Empire's happineſs to fave. 


Here then, fulfill'd my heart's deſire, 
I dare theſe artleſs ſtrains employ, 
And touch with trembling hand the lyre, 
To mingle in a Nation's joy; 


Nor will a great and lib'ral land refuſe 


Theſe humble efforts of a modeſt Muſe. 
| : Ye 


FRENCH ob, &c. 7 


Ve gracious pow'rs, accept my pray'r, 
And o'er a BRuxswick's favour'd head, 
Whoſe ſoul does thy own image bear, 
Thy tutelary ÆEgis ſpread ; 
And bounteous on his future days beſtow 
The choiceſt bleſſings which the world can know. 


And may thy beſt and brighteſt rays 
- O'er CHARLOTTE:s modeſt worth preſide, 
And juſtify a People's praiſe, , e 
For Virtue by Misfortune try'd; | 
Virtue, which Heav'n's peculiar grace muſt claim, 
And to her Mem'ry give immortal fame. 


THE WORLD, 


Fuly, 10, 1789. 
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TO THE 
MEMORY 
oF 


EEX FE E. 


& With female Fairies will thy tomb be haunted, 
& And worms will not come to thee.“ 


SHAKSPERE., 


Wan, from Da v's cloſing eye, the lucid tears 
Fall lightly on the bending lily's head, 
When, o'er the crimſon ſky, NIchr's curtains 
ſpread, | 
And the blue mountain's ſummit ſcarce appears ; 


When languid EveniNG, ſinking to repoſe, 
Her filmy mantle o'er the landſcape throws 
Of TREE Þll ſing! and as the mournful ſong 
Glides in flow numbers the dank woods among, 
My wand'ring ſteps ſhall ſeek the lonely ſhade, 


Where all thy virtues, all thy griefs are laid. 


Yes, 


ro THE MEMORY OF WERTER. 9 
—__—————ACCC—_ —_— ————————— — 
Yes, hopeleſs SUFFERER! friendleſs, and forlorn— 
Sqweet victim of Love's power, the ſilent tear 
Shall oft as twilight's cloſe, and bluſhing morn, 
Gem the pale primroſe that adorns thy bier; 
And as the balmy dew aſcends to heaven, 
Thy crime ſhall ſteal away, thy frailty be forgiven! 


Oft by the moon's wan beam, the village Maip, 
Led by ſoft Sympathy, ſhall ſtroll along; 

Oft ſhall ſhe liſten in the Lime-tree's* ſbade, 
Her cold blood freezing at the nigbt-ow!P's ſong ; 

Or when ſhe hears the death-belPs ſolemn ſound, 
Her light ſteps echoing o'er the hollow ground, 
Oft ſhall the graceful tear adorn her cheek, 
Thy pow'r, O SENSIBILITY ! in magic charms to 


ſpeak. 


For the lorn TRAV'LER, doom'd afar to roam, 

From the dear comforts of his native home, 

A glimm'ring ſtar puts forth a ſilvery ray, 

Warms his ſad heart, and marks his thorny way ; 

The ſhort-liv'd radiance chears the gloom of night, 

And decks Heaven's ſpangled dome with tranſitory 
light. 


* « At the corner of the Church-yard are two lime-trees, 
c Tis there I wiſh to reſt.” 


So, 


zo 10 THE MEMORY OF WERTER, 


B BB 
So, from the mournful CHarLoTTE's dark-orb'd 
lids, | 
The fainted tear of pitying VikTu flows, 

And the laft boon, the Churliſh Prieſt” forbids, 

On thy lone grave the ſacred drop beſtows; 

There ſhall the glitt'ring dews of EveninG ſhine, 

And Heaven's own INCENsE conſecrate the SHRINE, = 


Vide © The Sorrows of Verter.“ 


THE WORLD, 


Fuly 15, 1789. 
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on A 


T E 4 R. 
On! rnar the CuzmsT's magic art 
Could chryſtalize this ſacred treaſure! 
Long ſhould it glitter near my heart, 
A ſecret ſource of penſive pleaſure. 


The little brilliant, ere it fell, 
It's luſtre caught from CHLOR's eye; 
Then, trembling, left its coral cell 
The ſpring of SENSIBILITY |! 


Sweet drop of pure and pearly light! 
In thee the rays of VII Tu ſhine 
More calmly clear, more mildly bright, 

Than any gem that gilds the mine, 


Benign reſtorer of the ſoul! 
Who ever fly'ſt to bring relief, 
When firſt ſhe feels the rude controul 
Of Love or Pirr, Joy or GRIEF, 


The 


12 'ON A TEAR. 


2 
¶ ;.ͥ — . . ...... 


The Sacz's and the Poxr's theme, 
In every clime, in every age; 

Thou charm'ſt in Fax cxꝰs idle dream, 
In REeasoN's Philoſopbic page. 

That ve Law * which moulds a tear, 
And bids it trickle from its ſource, 


That law preſerves the EazTH a Sphere, 
And guides the PLANETS in their courſe. 


® The law of Gravitation. 


FLORIO, 
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THE WORLD, . 


Fuly 17, 1789. 
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E PI GRA M. 


THE 


PUNSTERS PROTEST. 


* 


Tuo Oxronxp Sages all admit 
Profeſſor WHITE a ad- cock, 
The Punſters, with diſſentient wit, 
Will have the man a Bad-cock. 
O. P, 


THE WORLD, 
July 17, 1789. 


PHI LAND ER. 


IF &er DxLlusiox oꝰer thy breaſt 
In gilded viſions rov d; 
If &er thy faultring tongue expreſt 
I know that I am lou dl 


With thoſe thy ſecret wiſhes knew 

Compare the joys I prov'd, | 
Who oft have ſaid, and thought it true, 
I know that I am loud | 


But when ExPERIENCE tore aſide 
The charm thy ſoul approv'd, 

If e er thy trembling boſom ſigh'd, 
I fear I am not loud 


Ah! pity one whoſe bleeding heart 

Each ſad extreme has prov'd; 

From ev'ry comfort forc'd to part, 
Becauſe he was not loud. 
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PHILANDER. 15 
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Vet once, on wings of guiltleſs joy, 

My laughing moments mov'd; 
No cloud the proſpect could deſtroy, 

For once I thought ſbe lou d. 


— i" "I 
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THE WORLD, 
July 21, 1789. 


FRAGMENT. 


THE 


ETD DIT DT 


How often, ſpringing with the reſt from School, 
Light as the morn, I loiter'd round a Pool 

At Duck and Drake the little combat try'd, 

And lent my ſoul with ev'ry ſtone I ply'd: 

How often, heedleſs of the ſtream beneath, 

I leap'd the ditch, and meaſur'd o'er the heath; 
More bleſt, if matchleſs in the Race I prov'd, 


Than Wolz, expiring for the fame he loy'd! 


More charm'd to conquer where no ſorrow roſe, 

Than ſnatch one laurel from my bleeding foes. 

Along the Green, what various tricks I play'd; 

How oft I wreſtled in the neighb'ring ſhade! 

Climb'd the tall tree, and on its trembling bough 

Exulting, triumph'd o'er the crowd below ; 

Whilſt to my breaſt an infant paſſion ſtole, 

And pour d its object on my wak*ning ſoul. 

Ah, ſcenes belov'd! to me more precious far 

Than all the gay magnificence of war 

No ſecret care my pleaſures could deſtroy ; £ 

The morning roſe, and with it roſe my joy. 
| No 


THE SCHOOL-BOY- 17 
D —Z—Z— 

No reſtleſs ſighs the coming ev'ning croſs'd, 
In guiltleſs joys each fleeting hour was loſt ; 
To mutual raptures innocently lent, 
Our boſoms heavꝰ d and ſettled in content. 
Such were the hours of youth and harmleſs caſe, 
No day beginning but whoſe hours could pleaſe! 
And ſuch the promiſe, which in fondneſs grew, 
On ev*ry ſcene imagination drew: 
Serenely clear the tide of Being ran, 
Till time had arg'd it into boiſt'rous Man. 

| PHILANDER. 
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THE WORLD, 


Fuly 21, 1789. 


Vo. IL. C 


MAY. 


BORN in yon blaze of Orient Sky, 

Sweet May |—thy radiant form unfold! - 
Uncloſe thy blue voluptuous Eye, 

And wave thy ſhadowy locks of gold. 


For thee the fragrant Zephyrs blow, 
„ thee deſcends the ſunny ſhower 
The rills in ſofter murmurs flow, 
And brighter bloſſoms gem the bower. 


Liehr GRaACEs, dreſs'd in flowery wreaths, 
And Tir rok Joys their hands combine, 

And Love his ſweet contagion breathes, 

And, laughing, dances round thy ſhrine. 


Warm, with new life, the glittering throngs, 
On quivering fin and ruſtling wing, 
Delighted, join their votive ſongs, 
And hail thee—Goppess of the SRI! 


r 
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THE WORLD, 


Jah 23, 1789. 


POVERTY. 


NYMPH of the Threadbare Garb, with haggard eye, 
Whoſe cheeks diſdaining to diſcloſe 
Ought of the Lilly or the Roſe, 
Alone confeſs the Crocus yellow die 
Hail! for thou, full many a day, 
Haſt been companion of my way; 
And therefore do I bring to thee 
This tributary lay, Stern Poverty! 


On ſome bleak waſte, o'er which the winds may roar 
Reſiſtleſs, is perhaps thy home ; 8 
Yet cannot thy drear clay-built dome 
Exclude the howling blaſts, or tempeſt's pow'r ; 
Or in ſome ruin'd manſion's height, 
Haply, thou rather may'ſt delight, 
Where, on thy Straw Bed, big with woes, 
Thou ſeek'ſt in vain oblivious ſweet repoſe. 


bY 
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20 | ODE TO POVERTY. 


I fee thee now, in all thy horrors clad, 


Stalking before my aching ſight ! 
Thy eyes bent down to ſhun the light, 
Folded thy arms, thy pace deſponding ſad! 
While the rude blaſt, that in the air 
Scatters thy garment long worn bare, 
Diſplays a form ſo wan, ſo thin, 
With bones that ſeem juſt burſting thro' the ſkin. 


And onward as thou bendeſt thy career, 
Swift from thee mortals fearful fly, 
Dreading to meet thy baneful eye, 

And trembling to behold thy preſence near ; 

Fen he, whom hoards of wealth ſurround, 
Starts at thy voice's horrid ſound, 


Runs to his bags to count them o'er, 


Then locks them up, and turns thee from his door. 


Yet by the Moss, at their humble cell, 

Too well thy death-like form is known ; 
For they, long us'd to Fortune's frown, 
Have learnt with thee in miſery to dwell ; 

E'en I, their loweſt votary, know 

And feel thy each attendant woe 
Nor is that pleaſure Mix E, to prove | 
The ſoothing voice of Friends or Parents? love. 


Yet 


ODE TO POVERTY. 24 
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Yet do I not of thee, flern NYMPH, complain; 
Tho? thus the humble vale along, 
Unnotic'd by the paſſing throng, 

I breathe my artleſs, unambitious ſtrain ; 
For thou haſt damp'd th” aſpiring flame 
That erſt impell'd me on to fame, 

And taught my ſoul to hope for peace 

Alone, when life and all its wants ſhall ceaſe. . 


i j GIST US, 
| . — 
Tur wenig 
July 24, 1789. 
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LINES WRIT.TEN AT SEA, 
ON LOOKING AT THE 


COMPASS. 
Addreſſed to a Lady. 


IN all the wand'rings of my ſoul 
The Gods have known me true, 
For like the Needle to the Pole, 
I always turn to you. 


If chill Misfortune ſhould aſſail, 
And cloud the joys in view, 

Still, ſpite of ev'ry boiſt'rous gale, 
I always turn to you. 


And though gay Pleaſure's roſy train 
Unfold each magic hue, 
O'er ev'ry ſcene thoſe beauties reign, 
I I always turn to you. 


In vain another would inſpire, 
Or make my heart untrue; 

I feel, alas! but one deſire, 
And alway turns to you. 


y UW _— 
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LINES WRITTEN AT 88A, Ge. 23 


— — —— —c—— 
The melting accents, when I hear . 
Of love that's pictur'd true, 
A fond remembrance charms my ear, 
And always turns to . 


Through all the changes of my life, 
Since faith and love agree, 

In mutual comfort, mutual ſtrife— - 
Oh! may ſt thou turn to mme. 


r PHILANDER, 
THE WORLD, 
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STANZAS, 


On ſeeing the Bux LESER PRINTS of the 


DAMERIAN APOLL 0. 


BLASPHEMING Wac! whoſe venom'd dart 
Has ſped with idle aim, 
| Repell'd by DameR's magic art, 
And more than blameleſs fame. 


As well might WiT's licentious band 
Love's hallow'd rites expoſe ; 
To tinge with bluſhes HYMEN's band, 
And ſcoff at Nature's throes! 


Thy talent then, fair Ariiftl! follow, 
To ſhame the envious elf; 

And ſketch, while TAs TE owns tby APOLLo, 
A Venvs from THYSELF!. 


- A FRIEND TO THE ARTS. 
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A SONG, 
WRITTEN on THE 


BANKS OF A RIFER. 


GENTLE Stream, on thy Banks let me penſiyely 


rove, 

Thy ſhade and thy murmurs are welcome to me ; 
Thy ſound on the fill Ear of Ev'xix I love, 

And MEM'&Y's deep Sorrows are deepen'd by thee. 


But why, gentle Stream, flows this murmur of grief? 
Why reſponſive to mine, ſeems thy deep- eee 
tone? 
Thou mourn'ſt not like me from a pang paſt relief, 
Thou mourn'ſt not, like me, for the Days that are 
ene 


Still uſeful thy Waves as they flow unconfin' d, 

See the Seaſons rich produce deriv'd from their 
courſe ; | 

While the Stream of my Tins leaves no produce be- 
hind, 


d But the. g of REGRET, and the pang of REMORSE. 


Then 


„ En EE Ole SS LL I ESRS — ——_ 
- * — — — 
on = — — — 
= - — — 2 — _ — CCEgF wo — - ow — — — 
— — — — - — — — — — - 
—— —— — " 


26 A SONG, WRITTEN ON THE, Sc. 


Then mine, filly Stream, ſhou'd theſe deep murmurs 
be, b 
While thy glaſſy Wave ſhould exulting flow on; 
At time unimprov'd thou repin'ſt not like me, 
Nor n. the Days that are gone. 


Ohl were thy clear Stream of the power poſſeſs'd, 
By Poets beſtow'd on the LeTaeE of old, 
My lips ſhould, rejoicing, regain my loſt reſt, 
And the warm rg of Mur ever lie cold. 


Then I to the future ſhould haſten unmov'd, 
As paſt uſeleſs hours would no longer be known; 


Forgotten each folly my thoughtleſs youth lov'd, 


No more I ſhould weep'o'er the days that are gone. 


But vain is the thought—as the ſhadow the form, 
So ſurely muſt Mem'ry paſt actions attend; 
Ah, me! her fell influence wakes Terror's fierce 
ſtorm, 
Nut ſee, to allay it, Repentance deſcend! 


To chear me, ber Daughter, AMENDMENT, ſhe leads, 


Together they breathe the encouraging tone; 
Breaſt of Repentance ſtill tenderly bleeds, 


And heaves a deep ſigh for the Days that are gone. 
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And as faithful eee at Midnight's ill . 
To the Grave of a Friend loves to haſten unſeen; 
Whilſt the thought, that no tears can loſt Bleſſings 
reſtore, 
Makes the pang of ee more painfully 


keen. 


So I, tho Amendment with ſoul-ſoothing aid 
May have baniſh'd the pangs which long I have 
known, 
Will haſte, gentle 0 to thy Banks and thy Shade, 
A e to Hanan to the Days thee are gone. 


aeg 
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Who on ſome Roven Rock's height 
Woo'ſt the propitious gale, 

And ſit'ſt with ſtraining ſight 
To catch the long expected ſail ; 

With eyes fixt on the VISION ARY VERGE, 
Where, in murmurs ſoft, high heaves, 

To kiſs heav'ns canopy, the $WELLING SURGE, 
Which ſeems to meet the wave, and its ſalute receives. 


While FLATTERING FANCY pourtrays oft the ſail, 
'That from the far-off billows ſeems to riſe, 

Tho ſoon withdrawn the dear deluding veil, 
No more it meets thy eager eyes! 

And tho' thy heaving breaſt, 


By the full ſwell of grief be rent, 


Still Park Deſpair is not thy boſom's gueſt ; 
Still forward thy expecting eyes are bent. 


O Thou! 


obkE To Hort. 


er Mi A 
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O Thou! 

From whoſe full train 
Deſpair, with hollow eye, 

And PINCHING Poverty and Pain, 
And mirth-contemning Melancholy fly 

Hat1L! for often haſt thou ſooth'd this breaff, 
And when my heart would give full ſway, 
And the dark dictates of deſpair obey, 

Thou, Horz, haſt bid my boſom's tumults reſt? 


Yet not to any clime alone 

Is thy ſoothing ſway confin'd ; 8 
Where'er I fling my eye 'tis known, 

Thy power is felt by alt mankind. 


Yon Captive, on whoſe woe-worn form no gale 
Has deign'd to blow for many a ling'ring day; 

Who long has ceag'd the voice of friend to hail, 
Who long has ceas'd to feel the ſolar ray; 

Yet ſtill the hapleſs wretch, tho* in his breaſt 
Swoln Sorrow dwell, and flow conſuming Grief, 

Hopes as at night he lays him down to reſt, 
Returning morning will afford relief. 


The 
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The drooping Damſel, whoſe lov'd ſwain afar 
Is ſeeking honour on the tented plain, 

Feeds with fond hopes her boſom, that from war 
Safe to her arms he will return again: 

And ſhould he not return and ſhould he fall, 


To woe - diſpenſing war a victim giv'n, 


Still hopes ſhe hence, when death at length ſhall 
call, 


Typ meet him i in the bliſsful bow? rs of Heaven. 


\ 


Oh! ſtill then, o'er my aching mind, 


Hope, thy lenient balſam pour, 


And bid me happineſs expect to find 
Beyond the preſent hapleſs hour! 
- Oh! from my boſom drive Deſpair, 
Nor wonder, Hope, at this unuſual prayer! 
Fior does not my fad ſight ſurvey 
Thy pallid kare- worn cheek adown 
The trickling tear, Maz1a, ſtray, 
That tells me, what thou wilt not own? 


And hear I not my infants” cries, 

And view I not their up-turn'd eyes, 

That ſpeak their wants, and bid my burning brain 
Burſt madd ning from cool reaſon's train; 


Oh! 


4 
' 5 
a 
R | 
4 
| 


wr  — 
— — 


ODE” ro HOPE. 31 


— . —̃ — —— 
Oh! till then, o'er my aching mind, "Ws 
Hope, thy ſoothing balſam pour, 
And bid me happineſs expect to find 
When this heart heaves, this boſom throbs no more! 


: | GLANVILLE. 
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COMPLIMENTARY LINES 
To 


Parra, throwd upon the banks of Nile, 
Spread her ſmooth leaf, and wav d her ſilver ſtyle. 


The flory'd Pyramid—the laurel'd Bu. 
The trophy'd Arch had crumbled into duſt— 
The ſacred Symbol, and the Eric Song, 
(Unknown the character, forgot the tongue) 
With each unconquer'd Chief, or ſainted Maid, 
Sunk undiſtinguiſh'd in Oblivion's ſhade ; 
Sad o'er the ſcatter d ruins, Gznivus s81GH'D, 
And INFANT ARTS, but learn'd to Lisey—and DIED! 


Till to aſtoniſh'd realms Par Y RA taught 
To paint in myſtic colours Saund and Thought ; 
With Wiſdom's voice to print the page ſublime, 
And mark in ADAMANT, the STEPs of TiME! 


Three 


COMPLIMENTARY LINES; Er. 33 
DBB 
Three favour'd Youth with fond officious care, 
Learn the ſtrange proceſs, and aſſiſt the fair; 
The firft, from Alpha to Omega joins 
The letter'd tribes, along the level lines; 
Weighs with nice ear, the vowel, liquid, ſurd, 
And breaks in ſyllables the valant word. 


Then forms the NEXT, upon the marſhal'd plain, 
In deep'ning ranks his dext'rous cypher train, 
And couNnTs, as wheal, the decimating bands, 
The Dzws of EcyeT, or ARABIA'S SanDs! 


And then the THIRD—0on four concordant lines 
Prints the lone cratebet, and the quawer joins; 
Marks the gay trill, the ſolemn pauſe inſcribes, 
And parts with bars the undulating tribes, 


Pleas'd round her cane-woye Throne th* applaud- 
ing crowd, | 
Clapp'd their rude , dein 0 n 
bow'd; 
With loud acclaim “ preſent God P” they cry'd, 
« A preſent God!” rebellowing ſhores reply d. 
Then peal'd at intervals with mingled ſwell 
The echoing harp, ſhrill clarion, born, and ell; 
Vol. III. D While 
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While Bards ecſtatic, bending o'er the lyre, 
Struck deeper chords, W. n chu Song with 
Then mark d ASTRONOMERS with neter eyes 
The Moon's refulgent journey thro' the ſkies; 
Watch'd the ſwift Cours urge their blazing cars, 
And weigh'd the Sux with his revolving ſtars. | 


High rais'd the CREMISTS their Hermeric Wands, 
And changing FoRMs obey'd their WAVING HANDS! 
From EAR TRH's DEEP CHAMBERS TORE-HER GOL- 

' DEN STORES, 
Or fus'd, or harden'd her Chalybeate Ores. 
All, with bent knee, from fair Par TRA claim, 
Wove by her hand, the wreath of deathleſs fame 
Exulting GENIUS crgwn'd his DdarLInNG CHII DI 
The Young ARTS clalp d wer: eee VIRTUE 
 \mil'd. 


So, now DxLany forms her mimic bowers, 
Her paper foliage, and her ſilken flowers; 
Her Virgin Train the tender ſciſſars ply, 
Vein the green leaf, the purple petal dye; 
Round wiry ſtems the flaxen tendril bends, 
Moſs creeps below—and waxen fruit impends. 


Cold 


TO MRS, DELANT. 448 


— YC 


Cold WINTER views, amidſt his realms of ſnow, 
DELANY's vegetable ſtatues blow, 

Smooths his ſtern brow—delays his hoary wiNG, 
And eyes with wonder, all the blooms of SyzING:; 
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Or all the Poets” herd of pow'rs, 
That groan on rocks, 6r dance in bow'rs, 
That cull dank nightſhade, or ſweet daiſies, 
Not one appears to me 
To merit half ſo many praiſes 
As Inconſiſtency. 
From KIR to Scavenger he rules, 
And all mankind are but his tools, 
With which, upon occaſion, 
He can work : | 
Few, Pagan, Infidel, and Turk, 
And CRRISTIAN too, without evaſion. 
He has a moſt provoking way, 
Nor cares a button what you ſay ; 
At times, more inſolent and bolder, 
He even dares to mount the ſhoulder 
Of a Jupox, 


And make him trudge 


A 
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To kill a e or a Ge 
Which you'll allow is vaſtly pleaſant. 


He'll take a Bisgor in his lawn, pe 
And puff him up with port and brawn, 
Then lead him forth a little a'ter, 

And in a pulpit ſtick him high, 
Give him a text from ſome old martyr, 
And bid him try 
By admonition, to diſpenſe - 
The virtue of pale Abſtinence, 


With the Fair Sex, becauſe they're pliant, 
He is as cruel as a giant, 
And laughs at all their modeſt airs, . 
At Court, the Playhouſe, or at pray rs; 
And though they bluſh at ev'ry hint, 
That ſeems to have low nonſenſe in't— 
He vows, among the beſt, | 
He's brought a number to the teſt— 
And in the dark, 
That one and all will meet a ſpark, 
Who, if he be audacious, 
Will ſeldom find them pertinacious. 


Sometimes a bleckbead 4without brains, 
He coaxes with peculiar pains, 
D a He 
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To look important and myſterious; 

Till Porrriciaxs turn to gapers, 

Lay down their pipes and papers, 
To wonder why He's grown ſo ſerious; 
Thinking there's in him ſomething more 
Than ever they obſery'd before : 

While he, elated by ſuch glory, 
Goes flound'ring forward, without end, 

And gives them ſtory upon ſtory : 

Calls SHERIDAN, perbaps, bis friend; 

Shows that himſelf were able, 

If once in pow'r, 
In half an hour 

To cleanſe th' Augean ſtable : ; 
And tells what BILL, or what CHARtty meant, 
With ev'ry backney'd phraſe of Parliament. 


In honour of the pow'r I hail, 
Permit my verſe to tell a tale—— -_ 
There was a SQUIRE ſo very wwiſe, 
The ſight of him put out your eyes; 
A blaze of glory being round him, 
He terrify'd all folks that found him; 
| Whene'er he ſpoke he gave the Law, 
While CaexisTRY, and many a ſcience, 
Leap'd from his tongue in proud defiance— | 
He was a man without a flaw. 


If 
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His How dye do? might paſs for Latin, 
And by his ſolemn pronunciation, | 
You'd gueſs him of the old Greek nation. 
Alas! at home he'd nought to brag on, 
His wife was fiercer than a Dragon, 
And made him humble and obedient 
As often as ſhe thought expedient ; 
Knowing he ever would be meek, 
Becauſe he was a Ferry Sneak, | 
And though ber Lord, and ber Protector, 
Would bear ſubmiſſively her lecture. 


Perhaps my gentle readers think 
This tale not worth the waſte of ink. 
But INCoNsSI1STENCY's @ Hero | 
Greater than Jos EH, or Old Nero; - 

And if he choſe, 

By way of fun, 
That what begun 

In verſe, ſhould end in proſe, 

I would not diſobey his orders, 
But follow him to Folly's borders. 
For he poſſeſſes all the arts, 


That ““ make one man play many parte; 
| Sends Freeho!ders and decent Spouſes 


To cheer themſeives in naughty houſes —— 


D4 A Cow- 
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A Coward can perſuade to fight, 
And bids your humble Servant write. 
IGNIS FATUUS, 


. 


\ 
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Bz aſſured, my dear BROTHER, whene'er I have lei- 
I ſhall always be happy to add to your pleaſure, / 
And ſince you ſolicit them, ſuch as they are, 
I will give you my own obſervations on P-. 
You know, for two ſeaſons, I've try'd every art 
To conciliate and ſoften the ORaToR's heart; 
But, alas! I have long unſucceſsfully toil'd, FS 
And in all my endeavours been conſtantly foil'd;z + 
I reſolv'd to examine the cauſe of my failing, 
And the ſecret find out of the DocToRr's prevailing : 
To my BOOKSELLER then I directed a note, 7 
To ſend me the Book which the PxDpaGogGus wrote; 
The moment I turn'd to the PxzFace, ſurpriſe ' _ 
Forc'd its way to my brain thro? the pores Ane. 
It preſented an object uncommonly fine, 
A moſt beautiful Picture and almoſt divine! r 
Believe me, dear SIMON, no landſcape in WALzs, 
Full of rivers and rocks, full of mountains and vales, 
A more 
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A more ſtriking diverſity offers to ſight, 
Than the Preface which P—x was ſo good as to write; 
I'm convinc'd that Divinity only could ſpeak 
Such an elegant jargon of Latin and Greek ; 
Not a page but exhibits unnumber'd quotations, 


From hiſtories, poems, and ancient orations ; * 


QUu1iNTILIAN and HoMER, DEMOSTHENES, Hume, 
Ate work'd up in one panegyrical loom; 

The texture diſplays the vaſt ſkill of the Weaver, 
And gives him ftrong claim to the OxaToR's favour. 


I have heard that P—x's Scholars, ſix days in the 


week 
Were tranſlating the HRA LD to Latin and Greek, 
Whoſe paragraphs choiceſt the Doctor ſelected 
For his preface the reſt, he as lumber rejected. 
"Tis a Work which the ſtrangeſt of Chequers ſurpaſſes, 
Whilſt the diff*rence of we ſhews the diff rence of 
claſſes. 
But what you muſt think more miraculous ſtill, 
Is the depth of the Prpacocue's magical ſkill 
A hundred dead Authors he readily raiſes, 
Who all fing together the Max AG ERS“ praiſes. 
After all theſe exploits, is it longer ſurpr iſing, 
That Siurin ſhould fink; whilſt the Doctor is ri- 
* | 


But 
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But as matter ſeems wanting to fill up this letter, 
Perhaps, my dear BROTHER may reliſh it better, 
If inſtead of relating my own obſervations, 

I give ſome examples of P—r's Commendations, 
You will find in page fix, of the Second Edition; 
Px, ſpeaking of Buzxt with the deepeſt Saris 
Laments, that bis friend is a ſpecimen fad, 
« Of FORTUNES once good, nom deplorably bad.. 
The days he remembers, when n was 
young, 
Thofe agreeable days, when the Sede N 
On the long twifted rope of the ORATOR's tongue. 
But in danger of choaking, and weary of hanging, 
They are now quite regardleſs of EDMUND's ha- 
ranguing; 
And there's ſcarcely one Member who liſtens, althe | 
His Oration partakes of the nature of Snow. = 
In the following page, P—& is certain and ſure, - 
That Bux leads the life of the True SMOom Pont, 
And that all other men—as *tis proper they ſhould; 
Muſt account for their conduct to EDMUND 4he Good; 
But among the beſt traits he has noted in Bukze, „ 
Is this—that in ſpite of the raſcally work | 
Of Fortune, his dignity never can yield; 
But tho” beaten and thump'd, ſtill remains in the 


And in all undertakings, tho' hooted and hifs'd, 
His conſcience approving; has made him perfiſt: © 
| There 


* el RENTS) DF GRASE DIG io bt ns 7 os. — —— 
J , - r e b a a . a a 
y * 


44 ‚ SIMKIN TO SIMON IN WALES, 


There is one thing, perhaps, I hereafter may do, 
Which, by way of a ſecret, I mention to you, 
As my heroes eſteem what is crabbed and cramp, 
My writings next ſeaſons ſhall be of that ſtamp ; 
Our Welch and their Engliſs 1/1] happily mingle, 
Which like P—x's Greek and Latin may prettily jin- 

gle; 4 19-2 
And to render the ſound {till more ſtriking and full, 
From Burxz's native Iriſb ſome phraſes I'Il cull ; 
With theſe I will now and then ſpangle my line, 
And I queſtion if P—x's will look better than mine. 
It is not, however, for me to expect, 
Like him, to excite univerſal reſpect ; 
Greek, Engliſh, and Latin in gratitude join, 
To the Doc ros obliged, for his plentiful coin. 
With Burkizs and Foxius, and ſuch pretty ſounds, 
As & Tanaiforrt; the Preface abounds ; 
There is one thing indeed which I cannot yet find, 
Why Pirr by 6 87% is always deſign'd; 

Nor do I ſuppoſe that the DocTox could tell, 
Why Piztizs for PiTT, would not read juſt as well. 
But the reaſon of this, ere I come to the end, 
Tis likely enough, I may well comprehend ; 
For indeed, my dear SIMON, 'twere fitting you know, 
That I have not, as yet, read the Preface half through; 
In Lexicons oft, diſappointed, I ſeek 
wor the Doctor $ new coinage of Latin and Greek. 

Er I muſt 
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I muſt not forget to inform you, the ſtyle 

Ts a regipe good for the cure of the bile ; 
$0, Convaleſcents, who ſtore up their pills, 
I reſerve it for bilious and ſplenetic ills, 

Here this Letter ends, but in caſe my dear Bro- 

THER | 244 
Should the ſubject approve, I can ſend him another; 
For P—x's Preface reſembles a pantomine diſh, | 

'Made of all ſorts of meat, of fowls, puddings, and 
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The tel] me, dear Siuox, you reliſh the feaſt 

I procur'd you from PR, the political prieft; ; 

Now, ſince my ] Remarks correſpond with, your liking, 
Let me add a few more, that are equally Rang. 


Px tells us, the deluging language of Fox 
Runs down from the mountain and tears up the rocks ! 
(And among other mad unaccountable pranks) 
It blows up the bridge and runs over the banks— 
And whene'er, in this manner, Fox happens to ſpeak, 
The minds are aſtoniſd d of thoſe that are weak! * 
In the very next page, the mock Doctor is ſtruck 
With the horrors, at CHaRLEY's long run of ill luck; 
The paft he conſiders a terrible curſe, 
But the future, he fears, will be fifty times worſe ; 
He ſees, at a diſtance, ſome ſtorm that is brewing, 
And likely tinyolve the whole PART v in ruin; 


* Cujus enim dicentis ex ore Senatus quondam pendebat, illius 
jam oratio &fs nivibus hybernis ſimillima fit, fibi tamen audentiam 


/ 


But 
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But what ſtill increaſes the DocToR's regret, | 
Is, that all honeft men were with CHAR LEY upſet.— 
At length he obſerves, in the way of condoling, 
The good Conſcience of CHARLES mult be very conſo- 

ling 

And tho at O' deina P—R an ſnarls, 
He's indulgent enough to the foibles of CHARLIS, 
Who ſpent a good part of his youth in the ſtews, ' + 
Yet found himſelf MORE than a MATCH for the IWS; 
Peccadilloes, like theſe, P—x is pleas'd to infiſt 
Cannot place his dear friend on the criminal lift | 
And the truth of that adage he ſtrongly enforces, - 
That the wildeſt of colts make the fineft of borſes— 
And the converſe of this propoſition the ſame, 
Your horſe proves a flug, if your colt was too tame; 
And thence, as O' deina's not fond of a wench, - 
We muſt think him unfit for the Treaſury Bench, 


In page the fifteenth, the ſad DocTor laments ' 
That the PAR ry ſunk under the worſt of events; 
For, whilſt they were uſing their utmoſt endeayour 
To make themſelves firm in their places for ever— 

And when Fortune ſeem'd willing 0 gut an their 
wWwi.iſnes, 

The PRIIIsTIxxESs ruſh'd in, and laig ou of their 
fiſnes 


But 
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But tho? ſilenc'd juſt then, by regard for his bones, 
He now may, with ſafety, give vent to his groans. 
When the DocTor had ftorm'd and expended his 


By ſighing and groaning for more than a page, 


With profuſion of logic, and deep erudition, 

He began a defence of a late COALITION 

All. thoſe who condemn, ſays the learned Divine, 

Wrap in high ſounding words, elocution canine; 

That is, they are houſe-dogs that watchfully bark, 

When they ſmell out a thief, that would ſteal in the dark. 

After all theſe hyperboles, laughably odd, 

P. ſhould be created, a Father in God ; 

And CHARLEs, when be can, muſt reward with a mi- 
tre . | 

The merit of this panegyrical writer.— 


DocTor Joanson, I've heard, with no ſtronger 
pretenſion, 

Got from Adminiſtration the grant of a penſion: 

Of pedantty, He, late egregious profeſſor, 


To Px left the chair, as his rightful ſucceſſor. 
The firſt a CoLossvs, of ſtraddle ſo wide, 


As to ſpread o'er this globe, and whole ſyſtems belide— 


The next, a CoLossuLvs, ſtanding on pegs, 
With all the dead languages under his legs—.. . 


The 


* 
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The former knew more than will ever be known 
The latter makes Latin and Greek of his own, 


»Tis diverting to ſee how the DocTor can ſcold, 
At neſcio quis WILBERFORCE,* who was ſo bold 
As to ſay, © that Burxe's judgement had loſt all its 

% powers, | 

c And that time had deftroy'd his rhetorical flowers.” 
Then O' deina comes in for his ſhare of the blame, 
For raſhly preſuming to echo the ſame, 
Without being mov'd by confuſion or ſhame, 
But P—x's of opinion, the moſt they can ſay 
Is, that BURKE's clocution begins to grow grey. 
But now, my dear SIMON, tis proper and fit 
I ſhould give P—R's remark on O' DEINA or, PITT. 
His political courſe, when O'DEINA began, 
P—x thought him a promiſing, decent young man; 
But when, unexpected, he alter'd his tack, 
From charmingly white, he grew frightfully black. 
Now I think that the HERAL D, or ſome other print, 
Should give this forgetful young Stateſman a hint, 
That, black as he is, he might ſoon become whiter, 
By giving the DocTor the next vacant MITRE. 
How uſeful *twould be, in political war, 
To have ſuch a militant Biſhop as Px, 
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Who, if Orrostriox ſhould venture to ſpeak, 
Would well cannonade them with Latin and Greg. 
As P1TT has not many years quitted the College, 
P—x thinks he muſt needs want political knowledge- ' 
But this is a failing I ſhould not ſuſpect 

In PitT, were it not for his ſhameful neglect 

Of the merit of P—x, but this conduct at once 
Proclaims him to be a political Dunce. = 


But ' tis time I ſhould think of concluding this Let- 
ter ; 

And, perhaps, you would tel me, The ſooner the 
better 

For the preſent I therefore will ſtay all proceeding, 

Being heartily weary of writing and reading. 

For tho”, like our Welch Mountains, it catches the eye, 

P—x's preface, like them, is bard, barren, and dry. 

When I take up the book, I can't poſſibly keep 

My eyes for five minutes, from yielding to ſleep. 


But if no other ſubject occurs, MY Dear Bao- 
TH ER, 
Upon this, I hereafter muſt ſend you ANOTHER. 


— a. —_——dÞ * * 


THE WORLD, 
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SONNET 8 


BY 


MR. MERRY. 


Quique PII VaTEs—qui PHoEtBo Diowa locuti 
Quique Su1 MxMORES, alios fecere, MERENDoO., 


Warn WixTzx chills the dreary plain, 
And binds the Floods in chryſtal chain; 
If chance a tranſient Sun-beam cheer 
The heavenly Maip I moſt revere, 

How have I wiſh'd that Beam to be 
For her WHO NEVER THINKS OF ME. 


When burning SUMMER's Heats ariſe, 
And languid Nature drooping lies, 
If chance a paſſing Gale might bring 
The cooling fragrance of the Spring, 
How have I wiſh'd that Gale to be 
For ber WHO NEVER THINKS ON ME. 


The MozxinG Dew that wets the Roſe 
Its blooming tints more lovely ſhows ; 
| E 2 Sa 
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So on that Ancer Fac E appears 

The pearly luſtre of her Tears, 
When others Woe ſhe weeps to ſee— 
But, OI $HE NEVER THINKS ON ME. 


The TxAv'LxR on ſome Mountain's ſide, 
Who dreads the dangers yet untry'd, 
Amid the Night's bewild' ring Noon, 
Enraptur'd views the riſing Moon; 
So I rejoice the form to ſee - 
| Of ber who NEVER THINKS ON ME. 
Where'er her MOURNFUL FOOTSTEPS go, 
My thoughts attend in ſilent woe! 
When clad in SMILEs her charms appear, 
My raviſh'd Soul is ever near! 
Nought can my vanquiſh'd fancy ſee, 
But her WHO NEVER THINKS ON ME. 


f 


When round the Youths in tranſport gaze, 
And Love FORBIDS THE POWER OF PRAISE— 
While Sax with artleſs mien beguiles, 

And ſweetly wounds with fatal ſmiles— - 
Her triumphs ſtill I'm fond to ſee, | 
Although $HE NEVER THINKS ON Mz. 


: SONNET BY MR. MERRY. | 
D 
Then go, Farr Horz, for ever go! 
Here will I nouriſh DEAREST Wor— 
For SokROw's ſelf can ſweets impart! 
Sweet ev'ry pang that rends the Heart! 
And ſweet to die *twill ſurely be— 


% 


For ber WHO NEVER THINKS ON ME. 


THE WORLD, 
Aug. 21, 1789. 


E 3 


t 1 


| 


— = 


SERENADE. 
Wen o'er the Tuſcan plain WiLD WINTER threw 
His MipnicnT MANTLE, of a SaBLE Hue, 
Where far- fam'd Florence rears her marble pride, 
And aged Arno's varying waters glide ; 
Beneath the terrace of his much loy'd fair, 
With locks diſhevel'd, and with boſom bare, 
A fond Italian thus expreſs'd his pain, 
Struck the ſoft lyre, and pour'd the vocal ſtrain : 


If ſhe I lov'd be now reposd 

In folded arms of downy ſleep, 

I'm well content to watch and weep— 
My eyes are never clos'd! 


For I adore that angel face, 
I love her beauty to deſpair! 
Her azure eye, and auburn hair, 
Her boſom's matchleſs grace! 


Alas, no other joy have I— 
But near this window's glimm'ring ray, 
To breath in vain the heartleſs lay 
Of genuine miſery! 
Now 
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Now dreary darkneſs reigns around, 

And nought ſhall trouble her repoſe, 

Save the ſharp wind that rudely blows 
With melancholy ſound. 


But not the feeble note I raiſe, 
Shall &er diſturb her ſlumb'ring ear; 
Nor could I wiſh my fair to hear, 

BECAUSE I SING HER PRAISE! 


For all the treaſures of the Eaſt, 
For ev'ry Monarch's glitt'ring crown 
I would not have my uſeleſs moan 
Invade her ROSY REST. | 


And, O! may Pass10N never heave 
That breaſt ! the fond abode of joy! 

Love would her happineſs deſtroy, 

And teach her how to grieve. 

SHE THEN would feel the rending ſigh, 
Would mourn, perhaps, the live-long night, 
Unknown to peace or calm delight, 

AS SAD, AS LOST As I. 
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Blow ! blow ye winds! deſcend ye rains! 
I ſcorn the torrent and the blaſt ; 


Ills ſuch as theſe are quickly paſt, 
Eternal are my pains. 


But fince my fair one is repos'd 
In folded arms of downy ſleep, 
I'm well content to watch and weep, 
My EyYEs ARE NEVER CLos'D. 


THE WORLD, 


Aug. 26, 1789. 


LETTER FROM MARGERET 


To HER 


SISTER ine 


Mx dear ſiſter Bxipcer, I'm quite ſhock'd to wa 

By the Letter that yeſterday you was ſo kind 

To write me, concerning your MATTERs OF STAT 8, 

That twas EDMUND whoſe PROWESS you long'd to 
relate. 


Now I really muſt hint to you, dear $1STER BiDDY, 


That, at your time of life, a confeſſion ſo giddy 
As—““ If BURKE was to offer, you could not nem 
4 For BETTER for WORSE=——10 accept of bis hand, 
Is quite unbecoming your years, or your ſtation, © 
And, if rumour'd abroad, a diſgrace to your Nation 
For StMxIN's long Letters to StMon I've read, 
And partly from them, it has come in my head, 
That this wonderful EDMUND you all think fo wiſe, 
Perhaps is a Jeſuit, here in diſguiſe. Rh 
Now, that ſuch an idea ſhould croſs me in Wa LES, 
Where, we ſhould be ignorant, but for your tales, 
Of every thing paſſing beyond our own: vales, 
Seems odd l— But the truth is, I have had a DREAM, 
Which, at firſt, I thought merely occaſion'd by cream 
I had 


x 


When all on a ſudden his figure and face, 
His old e of RANTING and uſual GRIMACE, 
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I had eaten for ſupper one night with a toaſt, 

When a Letter of StMx1N's arrived by the poſt.— 

I dreamt I was ſitting in WesTMINSTER HALL, 

Hearing EDMUND hold forth—when th' amazement 
of all Be 

(I deſpair of attempting by language to paint, 

For myſelf, I confeſs, I was ready to faint—) 


Underwent ſuch a change as, tho' wondrous to tell, 

He ſeem'd as if under the pow'r of a ſpell, 

And utter'd more truth in ten minutes or more, 

Than he ever had done in his whole life before. 

For under th influence of this ſtrange emotion, 

He loudly confeſſed, that the popular notion 

Of his having brought WARREN HasTiNGs to trial, 

From you well know what, was a fact paſt denial ! 

For HasTINGs, it ſeems, counteracted the ſchemes 

Of his brother WILLIAM, in India, whoſe dreams 

For power and for wealth have by that means been 
croſs' d ä 

A bigh MISDEMEANOR! and ne'er to be loſt ! 


I wak'din a tremor, and, if you'll believe me, ; 
Have ſcarcely recover'd the horror it gave me— 

So depend on't, his love for old women you'll find 

A tiſſue of truths, like the reſt of his mind. 


Bring 
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Bring no Iriſh impoſtors and vagrants to me, 
Who have toil'd all my life to keep PEMBROKESHIRE 
free | 

From theſe wandering Orators, whoſe depredation 
On our hedges and yards are a ſhame to our Nation ; 
And if you don't give up you ſhocking attachment, 
You over the door muſt ſoon hang up my hatchment; 
And SIMKIN and SIMON will loſe their poor mother, 
The latter of whom ſends his love to his b . 


ARGERET: 


THE WORLD, 
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AUNT BRIDGET 1x LONDON, | 


TO HER - 


NEPHEW SSMON in WALES. 


Deas $1mox, ſince cloſing the Trial this year, 
To the loſs of the Town, and relief of each Peer; 
Since the MAanacERs, forc'd their long tales to poſt- 
9 | | 
Have left India's diſtreſſes, to think of their own ; - 
Since Abu, late truant to Coke and to Blackſtone, 
To decoy the rare Brief has reſum'd Robe and Caxon, 
And deſpairing, reſery'd for a time ſomewhat diſtant, 
Writing copies out fair from the Penman's Aſſiſtant; 
Since filenc'd by fatal adjournment, no more 
Fox diſtils Law and Logic from every pore ; 
Since BURKE, interdicted, nor hiſſes nor howls, 
Both StMEIN and I are grown moping as Owls. 
Conſign'd to dull apathy, languor, and ſloth, 


(Our poetical talents wrapt up in a cloth) 


We grieve that delay ſhould its Sabbath devote 
To our Rhymes, and to MonTacv's thread- bare 
dreſſcoat. 
This reſpite perhaps might for HasTinGs be meant, 
As a ſhort-liy'd recruit when his ſpirits were ſpent ; 
As 
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As your adepts in baiting, great care always take 

To releaſe the torn Bull, ere quite dead, from the 
ſtake. 

Be that as it may, it was ſhameful to ſtop 

E'er his patience was drain'd to the very laſt drop; 

When the Town all agog, long'd for farther abuſe, 

And ANSTRUTHER {till had ſo much to produce. 

However, tho' theſe mighty men of renown 

Have ceas'd for a while to enliven the Town, 

The Town, while their merits and toils it repays, 

Has hir'd a new D' UxrEx tochant forth their praiſe: 

And to prove what amuſement this Trial ſtill yields, 

Take the following Ballad I bought in Moorfields: 

And as each City feaſt brings a new one to light, 

I ſhall ſend you another the next-time'I write. 


K 1 


A SONG. 


TO THE 


ANACREONTIC TUNE. 


To the Commons aſſembled, once Burks and his 
clan 

Repreſented, with ſuperabundance of diction, 

That they all ſhould grow dumb—aye, by G—; to a 
man, | 

If prevented from uſing their talents at fiction. 
Though P1TT were too wiſe to waſte time in replies, 
He ought not to lay an embargo on lies : 
So they begg'd he'd permit them at leaſt to impeach— 
Twas indifferent whom ſo they had but their ſpeech. 


Pi r r nodded afſent.-BuRKE immediate look'd round 
For a victim on whom to concentrate their rage, 
Thought he, how courageous and grand it will ſound, 

To worry the firſt, choiceſt men of the age. 
An Eagle ne'er tears ought but lambs, fowls, or 
hares, 
And diſdains on vile vermin to pounce unawares : 
So let's fly at high game, and the higher we reach, 
The greater our glory will be to impeach. | 


There's 
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There's Roxx, the pride of this Nautical Realm, 

Who has ſpread ver whole Oceans his conquering, 

ſail, 
While valour and wiſdom directed his helm, 

And Victory's breath ſuperſeded the gale : 
LanGaRa's wreck'd Fleet, and De GRassE's defeat, 
Eſtabliſh his fame and his triumph complete : 

That triumph we'll tarniſh, that Conqu'ror we'll 
teach 
To ſtrike fail to our flag, when his fame we impeach. 


Immortal GezorGE ELLIOT, next came in his eye, 
| Whom firm on his ths not the World could 
controul : 
Like the great Syracuſan, who ventur'd to cry, 
Give a ſpot for my foot, and I'll manage the Pole. 
The man whom all Spain has aſſaulted in vain, 
And exhauſted her force both on Earth and the 
| Hain; 
When to reap mature Laurels he lands on our Beach, 
With a batt'ry of Bomb-ſounding words we'll im- 
peach. 8 


While thus in Satanic effuſion of mind, 
With a Baſiliſk's ken he was fixing his Prey; 
And pumping invention fit weapons to find, 
Fate threw a more exquiſite Chace in his way. 
Ag 
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As at Athens, the Shell was contriv'd to expell 


| So merit enſhrin'd beyond Calumny's reach, 
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A SONG. 


Thoſe magnanimous Souls who had acted too well; | 
Was effective perſuaſion, with Buxk x to TT 


The Man he ſelected, his venom to ſpit on, 
Thro' the Univerſe wide for bright conduct was 
known: | | 
The Saviour of India, the Bulwark of Britain, 
When her Empire itſelf ſat convuls'd on its Throne. 
On the moment Burke cry'd, when this wonder he 
ſpy'd, 
Give me HASTINGs to 8 renounce all beſide; 
O! for once, let me bend, and the Commons beſeech, 
This Manſter of Monfters with me to impeach. 


The Commons, who dreamt not how far malice 
went, 

To ſilence a Bedlamite mouthing at large; 
Reluctantly gave an extorted conſent 
 Buxxxinſtantly furniſh'd whole volumes of charge. 
And now for two years he has weary'd the Peers. 
With bawdy, buffoonery, bluſt'rings, and ſneers : 
And to his lorn Patient ſticks cloſe as a leech, 
Determin'd as long as life laſts to impeach. 


THE WORLD, 
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SIMKIN in LONDON, 
| To HIS | 


BROTHER SIMON in WALES. 


No ſubject occurring as food for my pen, 

On P—x I reluctantly comment again. 

There is one thing, indeed, I omitted to mention, 

Well worthy of your's, and all writers attention: 

As the principal object of all Dedications. 

Is attainment of friends by w-Well- tim d Adulations ; 

And as he who is eager to ſerve his own ends, 

Can ne'er have too many well-wiſhers and friends; 

When he brings out a work 'tis an excellent plan, 

Into Books to divide it, as much as he can. 

For each Book, a Patron he ought to ſelect, 

And to praiſe him ones more than he well can ex- 

pect. 

This faſhion the DocToR led up in his work, 

Beſtowing a Book on NoR TH, CHARLEY,and BURKE, 

And having ſome firkins of Butter to ſpare, ; 

And ſuppoſing his Patrons more DRY than a Hare, 

Their ſkins with his greaſe he dripp'd, larded, and 
| baſted, wy SY WY 

Till in ſtreams it ran down, and he fear'd *twould be 

waſted. ö 
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Yet profuſe as he was, 'twill hereafter be found, 
His Butter will bring a good price by the pound. 
My ſtomach was turn'd, I grew rather unwell, 

So affected was I by the fight and the ſmell ; 

*Tis ſo loathſome that no Engliſh taſte could abide it, 
Had not P— had in Latin the prudence to hide it. 


So Lovers, who practiſe the arts of deceiving, 

Finding thoſe who are flatter'd, too fond of believ- 
ing, 

Take care when they ſeaſon their compliments high, 
That none but the perſon they flatter be nigh. 
On this principle, P— x, who in nature is learn'd, 
Conceal d it from all but the parties concern'd. 
In the 45th page, it is ſadly lamented, 
That the Gentry of England are much diſcontented, 
To find themſelves forced in the Houſe to fit down 
With men of no family, 'rank, or renown. 
Great part of the Senate is made up of Fobbers, 
According to P—R, and of Callico Robbers. 
And he thinks, at the entrance a porter ſhould ſtay, 
To tell the new Senators which is the way, 


| As P—x could to SnenLY give no dedication © 
For want of a book—he made full compenſation 
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By declaring, that numberlaſ QUALITIES join, 

Eſſential to make that great Orator ſhine ; 

And the firſt proof thereof which the Pedagogue 
brings | 

Is, that Sn xxx x has very great knowledge of THINGS, 

He has alſo a knack at ſatirical joking, 

At making hort anſwers, and very provoking ; 

With learning (alluding perhaps to the STAGE) 

Such as Gentlemen have in this elegant age. 

But the DocToR has candour enough to admit, 

That among all the Ax * which fight under PITT, 

With SH:rRY to match not a Soldter is fit. 

Nay, tho' P1TT talks apace, without tripping or 
halting, 

SHERRY beats him to nothing, at cutting and ſalting. 

| Suer&y ſoon tripp'd up GRENVILLE, whoſe glory 
and pride | 

Is in having a fall unſucceſsfully td. 

All the talents which Nox rg, Fox, and EDMUND 
have got, 

According to P—x, fall to SHERIDAN's lot: 

Like Fox he is ſubtle, ingenious, and bold— 

Like Buxxs he can ſpout forth a FOUNTAIN of 

And like NoRTH with urbanity, rattle and ſcold. 
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When the Doc rox had got no more Butter to ſpare, 

*Twas divertingly curious to hear him declare, 
That without the leaſt view to his dignity raiſing, | 
"Twas truth, and truth only, that ſet him a praiſing ; 
To truth you muſt think him extremely dewoted, 

As he has not a wiſh for the being promoter : 

And to ſhow himſelf truly impartial and right, 

In PiTT he diſcovers one ſpot that is white. 

For when on the CHURCH an attack was intended, 
And her rights by LoxD NoRTRH were as s bravely 

defended— ; 
PitTT's eloquence alſo came into her aid, 


Which ſerv'd as Nor TH's Lacquey, or POM Cham- 
bermaid. 


And now, my Dear BROTHER, with P— I have 
done, 

And, perhaps, 'twere as well had I never begun; 

For I find, on inquiry, among learned men, 

His Book was ne'er heard of by nine out of ten; 

And among the few people that heard of its name, 

Not one part in ten has look'd into the ſame ; 

And I firmly believe, in this /zght-reading age, 
Not a man in ten thouſand could drag through a page. 


——— 
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ODE 
TO GEORGE 
MARYQUIS of BLANDFORD, 


PRESENTED 


ON HIS COMPLETING EIS 


TWENTY-FIRST YEAR 


By the AuTHoR of BLENHEIM, 


Tur muſe no humble theme prepares, 
Nor tunes the lyre to trivial ſtrains; _ 
On vent'rous wing, ſhe boldly dares, . 
To ſeek the ſky, and quit the plains, 
And did the Aonian Nymphs attend, 
Their blended ſweets of verſe to lend; 
Did Pindar's genius fire my breaſt, 
Or poliſh'd Flaccus' genuine taſte, 
To diſtant Eras ſhould this lay, 
Upborne by fame, expand o'er earth; 
And future ages hail the day, 
That gave illuſtrious BLANDFORD birth. 
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Alas! I mourn my feeble pow'rs, 
To reach the heart, or charm mankind ; 
But rank, combin'd with worth like yours, 
Some rich recording pen ſhall find. 


And did no Poet deck your name, 

Where merit ſhines, behold its flame 

The pureſt light and ſplendour throws, 

Nor needs the incenſe tuneful verſe beſtows. 


Yet deign, illuſtrious youth, to hear 
The,votive lay Truth bids me bring; 
No adulation courts your ear, 
Altho' I ſtrike the plauſive ſtring :— 
The plauſive ſtring 1 dare to ſtrike, 
When BLanDroRD's character I draw; 
| The portrait to the perſon like, 
The candid eye will pleaſe, and the malignant awe. 


Bleſt with fair lore, with manly ſenſe, 
The generous wiſh, the feeling heart; 

And good and wiſe without pretence, 
Or borrow'd aids from guilty art! 
Kind fortune on your natal hour — 
Propitious ſmil'd, and bade her train 

Each its various tribute pour, 
And vow'd the blended bleſſings to maintain, 
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But ſtill to higher giſts aſpire, 

Than liberal Fortune can beſtow: 


For genuine grandeur muſt acquire 
The conſcious rank it cannot owe. 


Virtue beholds you reach'd your prime, 
And owns you hers, with joy elate : | 
O! may ſhe ſhield through future time, 
That all may hail you truly great. 
The bright example of your Sire, 
Be ever preſent to your eyes; 
Let all his worth your breaſt inſpire, N 
And prove the guiding ſtar, where real glory lies. 


For now fantaſtic pleaſure ſmiles, 

And decks her form with tempting wiles, 
And trims her bark, and hoiſts the ſail, 
And bids you truſt her fickle gale: 


For now the world, with dulcet charms, 
Attracts the ſight, and lures the mind; 
And Vice ſeductive opes her arms, 
And becks from Virtue's fence, and joys content to 
find. | 
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'With cautious ſtep thoſe Syrens ſhun, 

Their firſt allurements dare refuſe ; 

Purſue the plan ſo well begun ;— 
Retain your principles and views. 

The ſplendid race from which you ſpring, 
Your Friends, your Country, claim your care : 

A chaplet to their honour bring, 

Wove of every virtue rare. 

If martial courage fire your breaſt, 


Lo! great Churchill points the road; — 


In arms, the hero bold. confeſs'd 
In clemency, how like a God! 
But ſhould you chuſe the happier fate 
Of him who gains the civic crown, 
By peaceful arts who ſaves a State, 
And links the public ſafety with his own ; 
Or ſhould the rural pow'rs contend, 
Your heart from active life to bend, 
And filence all her ſplendors ſpread 
Around your conſecrated head; 
In either path bright glory's found ; 
She views the man—and laughs at empty found. 
And, Ol as years wing on their way, 
And circling turn your natal day, 


May 
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May added ſtore of every bliſs, 
In bright aſſemblage fill your breaſt ; 
And time unite with happineſs, 
To ſweeten life's protracted feaſt, 
And glad its lateſt hours with undiminiſh'd reſt. 


— — — —— — — 
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VERSES 
SENT To COMTE ALFEIERI, 
In return for a Preſent 


OF HIS 


. TRAGEDIES. 


On fam'd ITALIA“'s wint'ry plain 

The Trxacic Musk was heard to ſigh : 
She pour'd a ſoul-ſubduing ſtrain! 

No fancy'd ſorrows fill'd her eye! 


But on the poiſon'd bowl ſhe caſt 
A longing look of grief ſincere; 


- She graſp'd her bleeding dagger faſt, 


That oft ſhe ſeem'd inclin'd to rear ! 


The Gen1vs of the Nox THERN POLE 
Drove headlong forth the tempeſt's rage, 
To match the fury of her ſoul 
By dreadful ſympathy aſſuage 


Around the gather'd ſtorms deſcend, 

The flak'd ſnow chills her whiter breaſt, 
Which all tumultuous paſſions rend, 

As thus her plaintive voice expreſt— 


« O 
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« OITALyY! renown'd of yore, 
4 For ſons who felt my nobleſt fire 

c Say, can'ft thou boaſt ſuch ſons no more 
« Say, muſt the heavenly flame expire? 


4 Curs'd be the hour when SensE RESIGN'D 
c The ſceptre of her proud domain; 

«© When SouND alone ufurp'd the mind, 
'« And here began the forceleſs reign. 


© In ancient Roux, my well wrought ſcene 
« Excited virtues, charm'd the brave 
« My voice ſublime, and rigid mien, 
% Abaſh'd the coward and the ſlave ! 


Not SOPHOCLES, th* Athenian pride, 
Could higher raiſe the thrilling woe 
& Scarce He, * who late on AvoN's ſide, 

« Taught ſtern BRITANNIA's tear to flow. 


«« But ſee, o'er all theſe hills and vales, 
« Where active LEARNING us'd to rove, 
« With dark'ning pinions I6N'RANCE fails, 
« And ſadly glooms each clafſic grove. 


* SHAKSPERT. 
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« Ah! what avail your ſummer ſkies ? 

% Ah! what avail your glories paſt? 
6 Thoſe view No FEELING BARD ariſe— 
„ Theſe, like myſelf, are ſunk at laſt! 8 


She ſpoke - and on the banks of Po, 
In deſolation, threw her down; 
The RIVER Gop, who heard her woe, 
Roſe from the wave with coral crown— 
And on his venerable brow, 
Where TiME had mark'd EXPRESSIVE GRACE, 


Was wove the Delphic laurel bough, 
That half conceal'd his awful face. 


% Mourn not (he cry'd) MAIESTIC PowER, 
« For, on my banks, a BaRD is found, 

« Who culls for thee each myſtic flower, 
And wakes thy lyre's enchanting ſound. 


« No TRIVIAL BARD! His lays reveal 

« A PATHOS DEEP and WARBLE WILD, 
« 'That bid the ſtarting paſſions feel! 

« MELPOMENE receive thy child.” 


He 
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He ceas'd, and vaniſh'd from her ſight, 
While the pale muſe was charm'd to hear, 
That ſtill one GEN uE Por knew 
To raiſe the ſadly n tear. 


With ſolemn ſtep ſhe ſtalk'd 0 5 

And reach'd the tow' ring height of Fame | 
She blew the trumpet loud and ſtrong, 

That told around ALF1ER1's name. 
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At Cofſey Hall, Norfolk, 
THE SEAT OF ; 
Sin WILLIAM FERNINGHAM, Baxr. 
| Auguſt 4, 1786, | | 
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Tnov, to whoſe ſacred page the parting gueſt 
Confides the workings of his grateful breaſt, 
With awful pleaſure o'er thy form I bend 
My gift to bring—as brother, gueſt, and friend. 
Farewell, ye ſhades! (ah! not to fame unknown) 
Where elegance has rear'd her attic throne : 
Whoſe beauties, to the pure of taſte addreſs'd, 
In Nature's charms munificently dreſs'd, 
Whoſe ſoft amenity, with grace combin'd, 
Diſplay the emblem of the maſter's mind : 
Farewell !—Say, ſhall I not regret the bow'r 
Where ſocial intercourſe endear'd the hour; 
Where ſhe, whoſe footſteps bleſs this ſylvan ſeat, 
The pride and miſtreſs of this calm retreat, 
Her ſoul illum'd with Wiſdom's piercing beam, 
Sheds o'er the converſe her enlight'ning gleam ? 
By native taſte, that ſure directreſs, led, 
She ſtores her talents at the fountain head. 


So 
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So the bright Sun-flow'r, on the cultur d plain, 
Aſpires impatient o'er her ſiſter train, ; 
Unfolds her boſom at the dawn of day, 
To catch the radiance of the ſolar ray. 


Ye ſcenes o'er which I caſt a ling'ring view, 
O'er which affection breathes a warm adieu, 
That hour I now recal with pleaſing pain, 
Which gave your beauties to my wiſh again : - 
Yet then, as I approach'd your ſmiling ſhore, 
Prompt expectation gladly flew before: 
Wing'd with gay hope, as nearer ſtill I drew, 
Hills, plains, and woods affum'd a brighter hue: 
Soft-wreath'd in lilac veſtment, laughing May 
With hailing aſpect met me on the way : 
The various vale with eager ſteps I preſs'd, 
Praiſe on my tongue, and tranſport in my breaſt : 
O'er each lov'd ſpot I ſent a fond ſurvey, 
Where in the morn of life I wont to ſtray; 
The winding walks by memory endear'd, 
Where with the growing plants my youth was rear'd, 
Embow'ring ſhades, in whoſe deep gloom immers'd, 
Reflection fed me, and the Muſes nurs'd; 
And, ſcreening from my view Ambition's ſky, 
Pour'd other viſions on my raptur'd eye. 


Yet 


VUnfelt ſhe glided into every breaſt. « 
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Yet, ALBUM, ere the willing taſk I leave, 
Warm from the heart theſe cloſing lines receive. 
*T'was at the hour to contemplation due, 
When evening meekly from the World withdrew, 
Beneath an aged Oak, in penſive mood, — 
I Sorrow's ſolitary captive ſtood ; 
When, from the rifted Trunk's obſcure receſs, 
A voice breath'd forth in accents of diſtreſs ; 
Where ! where is ſhe! of mild and rev'rend mien, 
« Once the loy'd miſtreſs of this ſylvan ſcene ?” 
«'Falln—fall'n—falln—falln”—a diſtant voice re- 

plied: | 

The branches ſhook, as if to ſenſe allied; + 


Wild Terror flung his ſtrong enchantment round, 


And Evening hurried into Night profound! 


Now fond remembrance turns a willing ſight, 
To dwell on gayer ſcenes of paſt delight, 
Pleas'd to behold her, midſt the poliſh'd train, 
With grace, with dignity, her part ſuſtain. 

To mild feſtivity by nature prone, 

With inbred wit peculiarly her own, 
Prompt ev'ry ſportive incident to ſeize, 
Diffuling pleaſure with a careleſs eaſe ; 
Of pow'r to charm invincibly poſſeſs'd, 


There 6 
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There are, who, fram'd with an enlighten'd taſte, 
High on the critic form by judgement plac'd, 


Who (marking well her ſenſe with ſtrength combin d, 


The ſcintillations of her playful mind, 
An aptitude that never loſt its aim) 
With brilliant Sevignè inwreath her name. 


To diſcontent; the vice of age, unknown, 
Her cheerfulneſs maintain'd its envy'd throne : 
The gay, the old, the learned, and the young, 5 
And they whoſe Heart pure elegance had ſtrung, 
By the ſoft power of her enchantment won, 
Would oft the glare of throng'd afſemblies ſhun, 
To court her ready wit's enliv*ning beam, 
And baſk beneath its undulating gleam. 


Yet oft from theſe unnotic'd would ſhe ſteal, 
To ſoothe the bed-rid ſtretch'd on Torture's wheel, 
To ſmoothe the furrow on Misfortune's brow, 
To warm the timid and exalt the low, 
With lenient hand adminiſter relief, 
And cloſe the bleeding artery of grief. 


Ah, ever dear! ah, venerable ſhade ! 
Indulge this honour by Affection paid. 
Enthron'd in bliſs, ah! yet forbear to ſhun 
This holy tribute from a zealous ſon. | | 
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»Twas mine, attendant on thy Evening ray, 
To watch the Sun- ſet of thy blameleſs Day; 


To ſee thee, weary of th'unequal ſtrife, 


Shed the faint glimm'rings of exhauſted life, 
And (Heavenly Moraliſt, ſublimely great ! 
At the dread opening of thy future ſtate, ) 
Teach by example, to thy lateſt breath, 
Meekneſs in pain, and fortitude in death. 


— T— . —— 
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I'm an OxaToR—going Down- bill, 
My Lungs are grown huſky of late 


My Tongue, tho? it cannot lie ftill, | | 
Has, alas ! not much longer to prate; 


My Memory, looſe as afiewe, 
Is daily exhauſting its ſtore 
My invention has nothing to give, 
But the——Truths it has given before. 


To my Speech, for prolixity known, 
No longer the Members incline; 


One half have forgot how I bone  - 
One half never knew me to ſbine. 


From the day when my labours began, 
To the hour that now ſees me decay, 

Oppoſition has been my ſole plan, 
Throwing rubs in the Miniſter's way. 
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I new-modell'd a Proverb, when young, 
And from thence drew my practical rules— 

For ſaid I, Fhate'er 18 muſt be WR ON,“ 
That 'tis x16HT—none can fancy but Fools. 


This oracular maxim I deem'd 
A ſure paſſport to credit and pay; 
And the Senate, excluſively ſeem'd 
The true field for the fulleſt diſplay. 


So the Senate I choſe for my walk, 


And forſook Bar and Pulpit untry'd— 
*Twas the bent of my Genius—to talk— 
And objection prompt matter ſupply'd. 


When a Patriot his Rber' ric prepares, 
Some Rival in power to ſcout, 

The Tar*'sTRY of PUBLIC AFFaAlIRs 
He adroitly preſents 1NS1DE-OUT. 


Tho! its pattern be ſplendid and rich, 

"Tis the knots, tags, and flocks he aſſaults; 
Faults make the beſt figure in Speech, 

And, of courſe, I ſaw nothing but faults. 


For 
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For ten years together at leaſt, 

Poor NoRTH did I harraſs and goad; | 
I call'd him WRETCH, RoBBER, and BrasgT— 


I deteſted him—worſe than a Toad. 


*Twas my pride all his plans to perplex, 
All his errors with treach'ry to tax ; 
To magnify all his defects, 
And to threaten his head with an Axe. 


But to Party, conviction muſt bend, 
And opinions ſhift round with the tide— 
NoRTH, now is my very dear Friend, 
And we fulminate, both on a fide. 


For I heard a ſweet little Tomtit . 
Sing one day at my Beaconsfield box, 
© That NokTH was an Angel to PiTT, 
« And 'THURLOW an Ide to Fox.“ 
How ſhould P1TT come by knowledge or worth? 
What's the ſkill that Proſperity ſnows ?: 
Diſappointment's the merit of NokTH, + 
And bis fame from calamity flows. 
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But whatever the praiſe he may boaſt, 
I ſubmit not to judge with the throng: 
His ingratitude pleaſes me moſt, 
To the Maſter, who fed me ſo long. 


Tis Philoſopby, GREATNESS of mind, 
From the ſhackles of prejudice free; 
Tis my own juſt contempt of manFind— 
Lord V can witneſs for me. 


The man, who my Bond would enforce, 
Which his kindneſs forbore till too late, 

Put an end to my friendſhip of courſe— 
Yet did not aſſiſt his eſtate. 


Could he think me fo weak as to pay 
What the Law could no longer compel ? 
Need I care what H1s Crediters ſay ? 
—[I know my OWN int reft too well. 


And retiring, unconſcious of ſhame, 
To the Villa I bought with his loan; 

With the Statute I cancel his claim, 
And feel it ſecurely my own, 


I ob- 
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I obſerv'd, in a fit of deſpair, 
The Treafures, by Placemen poſſeſt; 

And the profit. I hop'd not to bare, 
I concluded, were better ſuppreft. 


It would add to my credit, I thought, 
To pull a fat Paymaſter down : 

CHARLES Fox, twould not injure a groat : 
And RiGBy was firm to the Crown. 


Four Thouſand a year in his place, 
Was no more than a drop to the Sea x 
COMPARISON alters the Cas 


*Twere the wealth of both IN DIES to me. 


I've a Couſin “ God help him, abroad, 
Where the SUN burns him up to a Coal; 
Where, by /y/tem, rogues rob and defraud— 

Where a Governor ranſacks the whole.— 


*T was not fit a Reform too ſevere 

Should my own precious relatives ſqueeze : 
So while cutting off RicByY's gains ber, 

I procur'd an addition to H18. 
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DocTor LAch my fine ſpeeches cajol'd, 
By whoſe aid he found means to ſet fail : 
Whom we promis'd whole mountains of Gold, 

In return for his Bond and his Bail. 


But W1LL, by this credit equipt, 
A plentiful fortune has won ; 

And the Band—his remembrance has ſlipt, 
As it ought—now his bus'neſs is done. 


When NoRTH was kick'd out, twas my fate 
To flep into the PAYMASTER's ſboes; , 

God Lord!” how I wept, when 100 late, 
To have ſtripp'd the poor Poft of its dues. 


But my grief was conſol'd in a trice, 
By a couple of raſcals in grain ; | 
And I yielded to PowELL's advice, 
Join'd with BeMBRIDGE's Leger-de-main. 


They but aſk me the Commons to check, 

If ſuſpicion-ſhould glance at their names: 
I ſuppos'd the whole Houſe at our beck, 

So acceded with eaſe to their claims. 
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But, alas! my preſumption was raſb, 
That our Party all ſearch could out-yote ; 
So BEMBRIDGE, good ſoul, loft his caſb, 
And P——L, my Friend, cut his throat. 


To the Hovss tho? I caMThim, my Guide, 
Through the Quickſands of Office to ſteer ; 
To his JuR Yy—the whole I denied, 
And ſwore he'd been mad for a year. 


I engag'd long ago in a ſcheme 
To pocket Five Hundred per cent: 
The ſalvation of Ix DIA my theme, 
A round ſum for myſelf the intent. 


But the venture prov'd woefully croſs, 
And a beavy ſad balance accru'd— 


Honeft Su LLY AN paid up bis loſs— 
Mine ſtands, as it ever has ſtood. - 


In vain, each SABBATICAL YEAR, 
My Lean CREDITORS urge their demand; 


As a Member, I've nothing to fear 
Pm SECURE by the Law of the Lax p. 
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But eer ſince, I've ne'er fail'd of a knock 


At the Company's gains, where I might: 
And I'd farve em, aye, bankrupt their Stock, 


Had I means to effect it, to-night. 


Ert the KinG was for ever in debt, 
Tho? his Ciwil Lift mounted ſo high - 


No wonder—e'er bungry, he ate, 


And drank—long before he was dry. 


Theſe profligate courſes to ſtop, 
I may vaunt, all the glory was mine; 
Twas my Bill made him dine on a chop, 
And ſet a due flint to his vine. 
1 f 
Yet to feelings of LoYALT Y prone, 
I ſtill greet him a Courtier complete; 
"Tho? I'd hurl bim to-day from his THRONE, 
I to-morrow can kneel at his feet. 


But ill luck all my meaſures attends, 
On my ſide Fortune never was warm ; 
In ſpite of my PaK T Y- my FRIENDS— 
My MeziT, my ToiLs, my REFORM. 


6 
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For 
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For the Thouſand in BROCKLESBY's will, 
Which his wanity; LIVING, has paid, 
If it bring no more grift to the mill, , 
Is unworthy the fuſs it has made. 


Yet th' example, perhaps, may gain ground, 
And thus give my Friend's bounty a lift : 

Then Six Josava's purſe may compound, 
From the meanneſs of BROCKLEsBY's gift. 


But I gueſs what he meant well enough, 
By this pompous diſplay of eſteem— 
| To atone for the ſtinging rebuff 
Which he knows I attribute to him. 


When Joan HuNTEx forbade us his door, 
As we went his Muſeum to view; | 

On my ſaying I'd call there no more=—— —_| 
John replied, ** The more loſs, Sir, to you.” 


To be ſure, by a ſlight of my own, 

I have furniſh'd my Brother with bread ; 

And brought him in triumph to town— 
Where he long had not ventur'd his head; 
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By a finecure worthy his ſell 

And knowledge profound in the Laws, 
Twas the Office of Council to fill 

In a Suit—where I manage the Cauſe. 


He wore the Tye-wig—fbew'd his face; 
I pleaded and pleaded and pleaded ; 

All our hopes were to ſpin out the Caſe—— 
And, for once, in my life, I ſucceeded. 


If we gain but five years more delay, 
On ſurveying his Creditors round, 
We compute at Ten Guineas a day, 
He'll diſcharge Half a Crown in the Pound. 


Some baſe Cawillers hint in the dark, 

That I ſhare in Di1cx's fees for advice; 
But I ſpurn at the filly remark—— 
All the world knows my feeling's too nice. 


All the world knows my grief and deſpair 
On the Common late cenſuring vote, 
For mere Peccadillo, I ſwear, 
And meant too their ends to promote. 
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Tho' my Friends muſter'd ſtrong on my ſide, 
The vext Houſe of its wrath to cajole, 
Tho? expedients of all forts we, try'd, 
By Epifile, as well as Parde—— 


Sill I feel my mind's frame out of joint ; 

Still I ſhudder whene'er I look back; 
For I could but juſt carry my point, 
Io perſiſt in the weary attack. 


Thus, betwixt apprehenſion and hope, 
Muſt my dregs of life bitterly flow 
If the Commons allow me but ſcope, 
I've at leaſt one ſure ſtring to my þow. 2 


Yet, alas! there's no other event 
(And the Sun of my Fame is near ſet,) 
For the noon-tide of TALENTS miſ-pſent, 
But an Ew ning of cheerleſs regret. 


W 
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On, Peace! to yonder tumult rude, 

That burſts upon my ſolitude ! 

And mingles with the ſtorm afar 

The frantic ravings of deſpair! 

While, through the dreary deep of air, 

Thy fatal voice is heard, O BLoop- ain'd War! 
Yes, now the paſſions wildly rage! 

And ſadly gloom the human ſcene ! 
Forgotten all the PozT's page, 

His penſive joys, his hours ſerene! 

O, hence! ye fury paſſions, hence ! 

But welcome to my longing arms, 
Array'd in all thy ſober charms, 

M1LD, TRANQUIL INDOLENCE— 

For much I love to view thy melting eye, 
Thy wanton treſſes careleſs fly, 

The zoneleſs breaſt, the open grace, 
The vagrant undetermin'd pace, 

The aſpect bland, the form benign, 

The winning air, and ſmile divine ! 
Amid 
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Amid the ſilent Noon oF Nick, 
When ſailing on, in luſtre bright, 
O'er pathleſs wilds and mountains drear, 
The pale moon throws her ſilver ray, 
Guiding the P1LGcRiM's lonely way, | 
To where the ConvenT's diſtant ſpires appear; 
O, then THov lov'ſt, at eaſe reclin'd, 
With ConTEMPLATION by thy fide— 
Where gently ſteals the whiſp'ring wind, 
And ſoft the ling'ring waters glide : 
To THINK, alas! how ſhort, how vain, 
The rich man's boaſt, the poor man's woe 
What MapNEss to EXULT below! 
What FoLLY to COMPLAIN ! 
See Hor E's GAY ALTARS by freſh vot'ries dreſt! 
The SWARM of YESTERDAY at reſt! 
Thoſe BuppinG Frow'ns their ſeaſons gave, 
Have prov'd the BLoss0Ms of the GRAvE! 
And DRATR, alike, ſhall ſoon efface 
The GLoRIEs of the PRESENT RACE! 


O, Goppess | wave thy lily hand, 
That meekly bears the magic wand, 
To ſoothe the mental ſtorm to reſt ; 
And now life's drops unruffled flow, 
Nor burn with rage, nor chill with woe, 
mn all is ſweet and tranquil in the breaſt. 


/ 


Nought 
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Nought now the placid ſoul can move, 
Save PiTY comes, with tearful eye, 
Or the fixt gaze of FzzLinG Love! 
Or gentle MERC 's heartfelt ſigh ! 


Vet theſe will not diſturb thy cell, 


For Ecno's dirge-like notes, and clear, 
Shall oft inform thy liſt' ning ear 

With theſe the VIX TUEs dwell. 

And ſee the fleecy clouds tranſparent fly, 
Leaving ſerene the ſummer's ſky ! 

And ſee grey ev'ning's gloom appears, 
While Nature melts in dewy tears! 

O, hither come, and bring with thee 
The rural nymph S1MPLICITY! 


Where ARNo's waves uncertain flow, 
Where rapid rolls the brighter Po, 
Oft have I view'd thee, GoppEss pear! 
To bleſs with eaſe my future days, 
From cenſure far, or noiſy praiſe. 


O, may thy clarion, Fame, ſublime to hear, 
Be ever to my ſenſes mute 


Tis true, the thrilling notes are ſtrong, 


Yet cannot charm like PrTY's lute, 
Nor PHILOMELA's plaintive ſong ! 


/ 
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Beneath his courſer's boundings fleet, | 
The LAUREL'D AERO, as he goes, 
TRAMPLES, unſeen, full MANY A ROSE, 
Nor heeds the perfume ſweet— | 
But thou, INDULGENT Pow ER, can'ſt point the way 
Where all the MILDER PLEASURES ſtray— 
The Upland lawns, the ſhadowy vales, 
Cool, lucid ſtreams, and tepid gales; 
And where the feather'd choir around 


Wanton amid the wiLDs of s0UND. 


Each HaucyuTY TYRANT ſcorns to tread 
Thy ſimple path, with flow'rs beſpread ; 
HE, too, whoſe $80RDID SOUL requires 
Still to increaſe his daily heap ; 
Who leaves th' UNFRIENDED RACE to weep, 
Baſe, wretched victim to his own deſires! 
Alas! his boſom ne'er ſhall feel 
The bliſs thy radiant ſmiles beſtow, 
When ſoft thy luring ſlumbers ſteal, - 
And charm away the ſenſe of woe 
But BRIGHT CONTENT ſhall thee be near! 
And oft, to catch the breeze, unfold. 
Her waving locks of downy gold, 
And chaſe the riſing tear 
There GLowing GENIvUs ſhall in RayTURE muſe, 
And round his holy rays diffuſe; 
Vor. III. H With 
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With COMPREHESNIVE THOUGHT ſhall ſcan 
The wINDINGS in the MAZE of Man! 

And thus, with thee my limbs reclin'd, 

Far from the World ſhall soAR MY MIND. 
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THE POET 
OF THE 


G R OYV E. 


O srxxr, my helpleſs infant, fleep! 
Thy cries diſtratt my wounded heart; 

For O] too long to watch and weep 
Has been thy wretched mother's part. 


When firſt thy FaTaeR's well-feign'd love 

Had learn'd my yielding breaſt to move, 5 
He look'd amid each faithleſs vow— 

He loat d as innocent as Thou: 

I thought he ne'er could prove unkind— 

But r men are falſe, and vows are wind. 


O ſleep! FO; 


Oft when awake, thy beauteous ſmile 
Can the long tedious hour beguile ; 
And ſuch, to win my youthful heart, 7 
Was once thy treacherous father's art! 
The fatal tale I need not tell, 
He knew, and us'd his power—too well. 
Sleep then! &c, &c. 


H 2 Ex- 


THE POET OF THE GROVE. 


Expos'd to ſhame—expos'd to ſcorn, 

He leaves Me wretched and forlorn— 

How truly once I lov'd his name, 

Witneſs, ye powers! who knew the flame— 
Oft as that name I now repeat, 

My heart yet feels its wonted heat. 


O ſleep! &c. 


Yes—in thy infant form I trace 

Thy FATHER's Jooks—thy FATHER's grace! 
Thy voice ſhall breathe his melting tone, 
His manly ſtrength ſhall be thy own— 
Bach charm ſhall one day grace my ſon— 


But never act as he has done 
O ſleep! &c. 


F 


With playful ſmile, and heedleſs eye, 
Thou ſee*ſt me weep, and hear'ſt me figh ; 
And long may'ſt thou, my child, remain 
Unconſcious of thy mother's pain l— _ 
FORGETFULNESS from thoſe wwe lobe, 


Is the laſt pang the heart can prove. | 
| O ſleep! &c. 


Forlorn, abandon'd, and diſtreſt 


What flattering hope can ſoothe this breaſt }— 


THE POET OF THE GROVE. 101 
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Can Su- thy father gave to grief— 
Beg from a ſtranger's hand relief: 


Ah! no- the evils I endure, 


Thy tenderneſs alone can cure. 85 


Den be it ſol my child ſhall join 

His wants, his ſighs, his tears to mine; 
IIl-fated victims, will we rove, 

To faithleſs vows and ſlighted love! 
Mx cares thy youth ſhall long engage, 
And thou ſhalt ſoothe my ſinking age. 


O ſleep, my helpleſs infant, ſleep! 
Thy cries diſtratt my wounded heart; 
For O! too long to watch and weep 
Has been thy wretched mother's part. 
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To 


R. I WINTE R. 


O, WeLcoms to my Soul, cengenial power! 


Rouen WINTER, hail! I love thy hoary locks; 


Thy tempeſt breathing ſighs ! 
The deluge of thy tears! 


The Foreſt ſhrinks beneath thine iron rod, 


And the ſad Herds a faithleſs ſhelter ſeek ; 


Where the time-moulder'd Tow'r 
_ Hangs tott'ring o'er the plain! 


They raiſe their wiſtful eyes; that ſeem t'upbraid 
The ruthleſs ſeaſon : while the Raven cries 
From ſolitary tree, 
With hoarſe and mournful note ! 


High FIESsOLE of the bright mantle ſpoil'd 

That once he wore, with FLoRA's braid adorn'd, 
In many a low'ring cloud 

Enwraps his ſullen breaſt, 


ODE TO WINTER... 
— | | 


Nor longer ARNo winds a ſtealing courſe | 
Thro' laughing meads, but on ſwift eddies Pray | 
His rude diſcordant tide 
Rolls to the midland deep 
This is my fav'rite hour of bliſs, ſevere! 
To me more grateful than the gaudy time, 
When vocal Spring awakes 
Her gaily painted flowers! 


Than when red SUMMER glares with ſultry gaze 
On the parch'd Hills; or fallow autumn throws 
His golden Treaſure round, 
And drains the purple Vine. 


Amidſt the dreary Appenines I hear 

The tumbling Rocks increaſe, the Torrents roar, - - 
And the wide ranging Wolf 
Howl on the Mountain's ſide, 


While Ecno, ſtarting from her icy bed, 
Mimics the uproar wild, and Fancy comes, 
In pilgrim Robe array'd, 
And waves her magic Wand! 


Ha 
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Lo! at her call the Faixy VisI1oxs riſe, 

That calm the ſenſe of woe—Remembrance brings 
The MirROUR of the PasT |! 
And SOBER REASON REIGNS! 


Where are the jocund hours of wanton mirth 

That late beguil'd my Youth? where are the FRIENDS 
That join'd the choral lay | 
When life's fair morn began ? 


Perchance they chace the fleeting pleaſures ſtill, 
Nor caſt one thought on him who liſtens here 
To the wild ſtorm, and woos 
Grim' Midnight to his arms ! 


Then, welcome to my Soul, congenial power 
Rovcn WINTER, hail! I love thy hoary locks; 
Thy tempeſt breathing ſighs ! 
The deluge of thy tears! 


A * ag 


THE WORLD, 


Sept. 26, 1789. 


4 108 1 


Erk 2 — ———[— . 


AUNT BRIDGET 
TO HER 


NEPHEW SIMON in WALES. 


Dear SMox, laſt night thro? the City was ſpread 

A report, that the Orator EDMUND was dead ; 

It ſeems that ſome cutting ſatyrical jokes 

Were meant for JohN STILEs, or his Relative 

Nokks. 

In the WorLD of laſt Tueſday, which BuxRkE from 
a a whim, | 

Or conſcience, ſuppoſed were directed at him— 

Giving way to the Vapours, and ſorrowful thinking, 

Five days he neglected his eating and drinking ; 

And growing diurnally thinner and thinner, 

Twas concluded that Death was in want of a Dinner: 

And thence the ill- founded report I ſuppoſe, 

Of his being in ABRAHAM's Boſom aroſe, — 

When I firſt heard the news, I am free to,confeſs, N 

It fill'd my ſhock'd Soul with the deepeſt diſtreſs; 

The proſpect of being the Orator's Second, 

Upon which St and I have ſo frequently reckon'd, 

Diſappear'd in a moment—but now, my dear Boy, 

The pleaſing idea once more I enjoy; 


Burxt 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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BuRKE lives, and no longer gives way to dejections, 
From the late Patriotic and ſad Recollections. 

And whilſt my fond Soul in the proſpect rejoices, 
Let my Nephews and Nieces all clear up their voices, 
And ſing to the Harp the New Song which I ſend, 
In praife of Impeachment—its Brother and Friend. 


IMPEACHMENT. 


A Ln, 
NEW SONG, 


To the Tune of « A Noble Race was Shenkin.” 


Cons liſten, ye jovial Topers, 
You ſhall hear Impeachment's wonders; 
Burke's foaming froth, and Apam's wrath, 
And Fox's ſputt'ring thunders. | 


A NEW $ONC, „ 


107 


Impeachment is all the faſhion, 
The game all Patriots drive at; + 
To make us ſport in open Court—— 
And, at leaſt, as much in private. 


Impeachment's a e e 
And BukkE Profeſſor Regius; 

Of the very firſt claſs for Brogue and Braſs, 
Speech-Doctor moſt egregious. 


Impeachment's Bard is SIMkIx, 
_ Sworn Managerial Puffer; 
-Alert to trim their Lights when dim, 
The Trial's Candle-ſnuffer. 


Like a line of Cackling Goſlings, 0 
Who after an old Gooſe paddle, 

Cloſe at Epuuxp's Bum the Managers come, 
Some ſtrut, ſome walk, ſome waddle. 

Firſt CHARLEY, the hope and glory 
Of Publicans and Sinners; 

When Shopmen feaſt, from Tax releas'd, 
With greaſy City Dinners. 


IMPEACHMENT, 


At his heels follows faſt a Champion, 
Whoſe Friends may rue his vigour ; 

Tho' now in one mind, in one cauſe join'd, 
CHARLES has felt he can _ a Trigger. 


Then a fiery Oxford Scholar, 
With no mean erudition ; 

Of reas'ning full, yet never cool, 
A paſlionate Logician. 


Next he, in whoſe young entrails 
Smart SIMKIN raiſed compunction 

And made him quit, by force of wit, 
The Bottle-holding function. 


After him that ſage Equeſtrian, 
Who to prove his heart not callous, 


Wept, whin'd, deplor'd, ſobb'd, figh'd, and roar'd, 


For a Scoundrel choak'd on the Gallows. 


Then another fierce Cavalier 
Comes ſtraddling a-croſs the Benches, 
With a vulgar face, and coat all lace, 
To captivate the Wenches. 


% 


——————— ————————————— ———— — 
Next the long, leaden, lank, lean viſage 
Of that pride of Scottiſh gentry, 


Who a tale begun, when all ſeem'd done, 
That would only laſt a Cent'ry. 


But who's that old mumping Satyr, 
With a pair of dead eyes in his vaſt head ? 
Thinks he theſe Mouth-quarrels will plant freſh lau- 
rels 
For thoſe Saratoga blaſted ? 


- The remnant of the rubbiſh 
We omit, for who can tell em? 
Meer make-weight-chaps to ſtop up gaps, 
Nee, Nees, 1. and P75. 


Meer ſoft good-natur'd creatures, 
Juſt call'd to paſs in muſter ; 

For mouths they've got, yet utter not, 
And tongues that never bluſter. 


Oh,—what a ſublime collection! 
Some prone to ſpout loquacious ; 


Some, when there's need, ſtart up to read— 
Some only look ſagacious. 
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But of Orator's paſt and preſent, 
None e'er like Burxt was clever; 

Be it right, be it wrong, he'll talk all day long, 
And at night be as freſh as ever.— 


When the Court wearied out with quibbles, 
For fact and proof is preſſing ; 

BuRK&E, firm as a Rock, ſuſtains the ſhock, 
And gives the PEERs a dreſſing. 


With a flea in each ear, their Lordſhips 
Adjourn, o'erwhelm'd with ſorrow, 

And in fierce debate ſtay out too late, 
So return not till the morrow. 


Theſe delays breed drink and vittle, 
To keep BROTHER Dick from ſtarving ; 
Ten pounds a day—and nought to pay—— 
Rare meat of EpMunDd's carving ! 
ö 
Bux kx penn'd a verboſe epiſtle, 
Which ſet all the Commons ſnoring :— 
Saying the time was come to ſtrike HasTINGs dumb, 
With the Goſpels of one Saint GoxinG, 
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But the Goſpels and Ruffian Apoſtle 

Were ſcorn'd by the PERRS, and ſtrangely hiſt; 
And Jeſuit BuxkR was deem'd a Turk, 

Who relied on a falſe Evangeliſt, 


Then he rail'd againſt Munny Bhagum— 
« As an Old Whore paſt enjoyment ; 
«© Who thought no ſin to retail Gin, 
&« To make up for loſt employment. 


6e This ſame hag was keen as a razor, 
« In ſpite of her Indian Jargon; 

c For three Lacks down ſhe hir'd a crown, 
« And got a Nabob in the bargain.” — 


No marvel EDMUND thunder'd 
At this wicked job's contriver ; 

For HasTINGs ſole touch'd all the cole— 
And BuRxs got never a ſtiver. 


Nay, in ſpite of all GozinG's bluſt rings, 
NUNCOMAR's and GouRDass's perjury, 
The wrinkled old witch would never peach, 
, And call'd the whole tale a forgery.— 


| | But 
t 
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But which of them lies or true is, 

With EpMuND is ne'er the queſtion : 
He rejects or admits by the ſtate of his wits, 
And follows the Moon's ſuggeſtion. 


So here's Heav'n bleſs Impeachment! 
May it laſt ad infinitum ! ; 

God ſend Nabobs with more ſuch jobs— 
And raiſe up Bukxes to ſmite em 
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Jor to thee, bright hair'd SUMMER! much I love 
To gaze upon thy full blown beauty's pride, 


As thro! Val d' Arno's gloom 
I take my lonely way. 


What time dun-veſted N1GHT her deep repoſe 
Reluctant leaves, chas'd by the jocund peg 
And incoherent ſong 
Of wild Pan's reſtleſs reed. 


Now the fierce Sun uprears his flaming ſhield, | 
And mounts in martial pomp his Eaſtern Car 
. Foreſts and tow'ring hills 
Start from the golden b blaze! 


While ſtreams of yore renown'd with clear blue wave, - 
Reflect his orient locks, and far away 

Fair but inconſtant SPRING, 

Gathers her ſweets and flies! 


Vol. III. 1 
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I ſee thee triumph o'er th' inactive plain, 
When ruddy Noon obeys thy ſultry pow'r, 
SEN And ftretch'd in thoughtleſs eaſe 
The toil-worn peaſant lies. 


'Tis then I ſeek the thick wall'd Cloiſter's ſhade, 
And from ſome nook obſerve the languid flocks ; 
Or, by the gray fly ſtung, - 
The bounding heifer's rage. 


Or hear the light CicaLa's ceaſeleſs din, 
That vibrates ſhrill; or the near weeping "_ 
That feebly winds along, 
And mourns her channel ſhrunk. 


As the proud day retires, the weſtern hills 
Adorn their varied ridge with ſhad*wy forms; 
While freſh'ning Zephyr comes 

To fan the cheek of Eve; 


And to the wand'ring virgin of the ſky, 
As thro? the azure vault ſupreme ſhe ſails, 
Scatters her ſilyv'ry beam, 


And points the Horizon's bound. 
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While warbled meaſures fill the panting gale, 

The LucciolA; beſide each dark'ning grove; 
His momentary lamp | 
Alternate ſhows and hides: 


| 2 
Or leads the lovers to ſome ſecret bow'r, 
And flits around, and darts his mimic ray 
Upon the maiden's breaſt, 
And lights th' adoring eye. 


O, VAGRANT INSECT! TYPE OF OUR SHORT LIFE, 
»Tis thus Ws ſhine and vaniſh from the view; 

For the cold ſeaſon comes; | 

And all ozr luſtre 's o'er! 


Yet ſtay awhile, SwREZT SUMMER | nor too ſoon 

Avert thy bluſhing face, but cheer the kind 
With gifts, that PlENTY POURS | 3 
From her REDUNDANT HORN, | 
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« L'homme deſtiné au travail, A la peine, & à la douleur, 
« conſole- toi, car tu es mortel.” 


' | 

| O, Max! by Fate condemn'd to know 

| Sad toil, and bitter want, and woe— 
CONSOLE THYSELF that THOU SHALT DIE; 
The morning wakes thee but to grieve— 
Thy liſtleſs limbs recline at eve, 

Fatigu'd with life's oppreſſive round! 

| CONSOLE THYSELF—for DEATH IS NIGH; 
| And SWEET REPOSE is in his boſom found! 
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Oss RVE, upon the tumbling ſurge, 
Yon LITTLE BARK the tempeſts urge; 
At length attains the peaceful bay, 
Secure from winds and ſtormy tides, 
Safe in the tranquil port it rides— 
Where rocks ariſe—where whirlwinds rave! 
. Lies 18, alas! that troubled ſea, 
The HarBouR where they ne'er approach—the 
Grave! 
, Be- 


HYMN TO DEATH. 


115 


— B 


Behold, the MoTazR's anxious love 

Requires her LITTLE CHILD to prove, 
Left to himſelf, his idle pow'r— 
With ſtep unſure, with vain alarms, 
Feeble he runs, with out-ſtretch'd arms 
Leaps on her neck, with panting breath, 

And feels his weakneſs now no more— 


That Ix FAN T's Man |-His tender Dias ! 


He, that could firſt Creation give, 
Sends forth a breath, and lo! We Live! 
When he RECALS THAT BREATH, WE Drx. 
What wonder, if tis ſwiftly paſt | 
Within our breaſt ?—Like yonder blaſt 
That ſhakes the foliage of the Grove! 
Wonders the quivering foliage why | 

It cannot fix the wind, that loves to rove ?. 


Haſt thou not often found to go 
TMs ling'ring on, and much too s LOW] 
Becauſe, tis TiME that brings us DEATH 
DeaTH is the Goal, where NATURE TENDs, 
Of life impatient, where ſhe ends! 
Why wiſhes man to-morrow come ? 

It is becauſe TO-DAY WE BREATHE, 


And that To-MORROW BRINGS US TO THE 
Toms! 


I 3 


And 


And Ac x, that cruelly deſtroys 

Each ſocial bliſs the ſoul enjoys; 

WEAKNESS and PAIN, and ERROR too, 

SWEET SLEEP, that charms our woes to Peace, 
1 (Forgotten, with ourſelves they ceaſe) 
Ennui, to which this life's a ſlave, 
{ All, All, combining, ſeem to-woo, 
/ Habituate, and'LEAD us ro THE GRAVE. 


And who would bear perpetual ſpleen, 
Leſs DREADFUL had the Exir been; 
| | Tis NATURE ids be fear ariſe, 
| That we may not too quickly leave 
This ſcene, where all are doom'd-to grieve! 
On utmoſt life's dread boundary ſhows | 
An AWEFUL GULF to mortal eyes, 


| LEsT, BY DESERTION, WE SHOULD FLY- OUR 
| woes? 
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LINES 
BY Ws 


Dr. HAWKESWORTH. 


ON RECEIVING THE PRESENT OF A 
SWORD KNOT 
From a Lady. 


No laurel wreath by victory twin'd, 
The Hero's conquering Sword to bind, 
Has half the power to charm the heart, 
Which your fair hands to ſilk impart 

This BanD, dear Maid, records no pain 
That plunder'd realms by war ſuſtain : 
This, in my Breaſt, muſt ſtill renew, 
Some peaceful, pleaſing, thought of you 
Of gentle virtues, ſoft and kind— 
That bleſs—that ne'er deſtroy mankind. 


To you, could Fate and Love agree, 
My Gir the ſame in kind ſhould be: 
| Then ſhould y SKILL be try'd to twine 
A Knor, to bind your HART to mine! 


wy 
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SIMKIN in LONDON, 


TO HIS 


BROTHER SIMON in WALES. 


SINCE the day that I animadverted on P——R, 
That bright theologo-political Star, 

No ſubject for writing has fall'n in my way; 

So I reſted—becauſe I had nothing to ſay. 


But now, my dear Boy, by the bleſſing of Fate, 


I have got an occurrence or two to relate. | 
You muſt know thro the City a rumour was ſpread, 
That the Parliament ſoon wou'd be legally dead ; 
The Wn1cs, hearing this, in a ſtate of dejection, 
Aſſembled to ſettle th” enſuing Election; 

And whilſt they were ſtating and ſolving their doubts, 
As to who'll be the Ix's, and who muſt be the Ou r's, 
The veteran Orator was not forgot— 


That is—whether BuRxkERE be re-choſen or not? 


Then Jos Ern roſe, and thus a ſpeech began: 
&« We've had ſufficient of this prating man; 
« The juſtly hated name of Ep up draws 
« A gen'ral odium on the faireſt cauſe, | 
6“ The 
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C———_—_——————________________ 
« The Nation once, by pompous ſound miſled, 
« Implicitly believ'd whate'er he ſaid, 
« And thought his beart much better than his 10 
« But now the WORLD his head and heart attack, 
« And ſay the one is wveak—the other Black ; 
« With all his actions men are now acquainted, 
« His private character is alſo tainted, 
St. Omar's Jeſuit is at length unſainted: 
« His friend, the Max qQu1s, long before he dy'd, 
« Repentant, cut the knot, his blindneſs ty'd: 
Lok x too, found reaſon to regret 
«« That patience which illegalizes DzBrT ; 
« His pious zeal againſt a great NaBoB, 
« Is now conſider'd as a pilf ring Jos; 
« A diſh of grayy-meat of EpMuNnD's carving, 
«© To feaſt himſelf, and keep poor Dicx from 2 
« His fooliſh triumph, ſhamefully expreſt, 
« Reſentment kindled in each royal breaſt ; 
« The cauſe, the ſole deteſted cauſe, was he, 
© That we were lately burnt in effigy: 
« In deteſtation, we have long been held, 
« And muſt remain, *till EDMUND is expell'd. 
The ſicken'd Senators, when EDMUXD prates, 
Some ſtay to hiſs, while others quit their ſeats. 
From him a ſtream of pompous nonſenſe flows, 
© And ſerves the cauſe he labours to oppoſe : ; 
Cn « His 


122 —- 8IMRIN IN LONDON, TO His 
c His numerous blunders in a recent caſe, 
& Have fixed on us indehble diſgrace : 


« A motion now I make, (let none reſiſt) 
To blot his name from the diſhonour'd liſt.” 


 He.ceasg'd—and MoNTAGUE aroſe to ſpeak:— 
„J grant his heart is black, his head is weak: 

% But ſtill I think a reaſon might be giv'n, 

« Why from the Party Buzxxe ſhould not be driv'n. 
« He is, you muſt allow, an uſeful Butt, 

« For Wits to fire upon, to flaſh and cut ; 

« A ſcape-goat he, the Party's fins to bear, 

« Of which friend Jo commits an ample ſhare. 
| « Should BuRxe a patriotic life forego, 

itt “The ſhaft of Ridicule might fall on Jos ; 
| «Tis hard to ſay, ſhould men their conduct ſcan, 
"mk £ If BURKE or SURFACE be the faireſt man.” 
| Here ended MonTaGut—and COURTNEY roſe, 
With ever-welcome wit, to interpoſe : 


—— 
- — 
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The Chief who ſpoke firſt, and the Chief that did 
follow, 
Will « Are OkACLEs equal to thoſe of AroLLo; 
| | | «© With SURFACE, indeed, I am free to admit, 
| Y * That EDMUND is worth twenty Members to PIT r; 
| . cc That | 
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„That the name of St. EpMuUND's ſufficient to tar- 
« niſh | | | 

44 All the colours of Fox, and all SURFAace's warniſh: 

« Notwithſtanding all this, I'm unwilling to ſcout 
« him, | 

« Becauſe we may probably fare worſe without him; 

c Tis prudent to ſacrifice wrinkle-horn'd Rams, 

&« To ſave from the Altar ſweet innocent Lambs. 

« Should BURKE be diſcarded, as MonTAc vue noted, 

« Some victim or other muſt ſoon be devoted; 

The well-meaning CHARLES, or the innocent Jos, 

« Muſt feel the ſharp laſh of ſome libellous foe ; 

„ The writer of news muſt have food for his pen, 

«© To raiſe entertainment for ſcandalous men: 

«« The follies of Burke are ſo many and glaring,ů _ 

« His actions ſo wild, and his Speeches ſo daring, 

« As to yield conſtant matter for wonder and ſta- 
ring.“ 


Here CHARLEY, whoſe words are more weighty 
than lead, | 
Obſery'd, on both ſides a great deal might be ſaid ; 
That he had not as yet fully made up his mind, 
If to help him along, or to leave him behind. 
Here this Letter ends, but whenever theſe men 
Shall agree on this point, I will write you again 
e In 
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In the mean time, I fear, if Burxe is not re-choſen, 
My Pen will be pointleſt, my Ink will be frozen. 


THE WORLD, 
oct. 20, 1789. 


EPILOGUE 
/ To THE 


rs 


Written by the Right Hon. Lieut. Gen. BURGOY NE; 
And Spoken by Miss FARREN. 


We have not done with the enchanted iſle 
Enchantment reſts%on your benignant ſmile. 
Ladies, I come, by Proſpero's command, 

And veſted with this fragment of his wand ; 

To help your ſearches for that two-legg'd creature, 
Which late Dorinda felt the ſearch of nature. 


STay!—let the magic ſcene remain awhile ; 


And even thoſe were on forbidden ground : 


With all her peeping #40 alone were found, 
Here, where we range at large, do they abound ? | 


Arm'd with this pow'r we'll ſcrutinize the kind; 
It is not form which makes the man, but mind. 
Then even here perhaps the dearth prevails; - 

We may lack men, though over-run with males. 


Firſt, 
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Firſt, for the middle claſs, where *tis confeſt, 


Of manly life we're apt to find the beſt. 


Yet John ſometimes his ſhape and ſex degrades, 
And ſtoops to rob his ſiſters of their trades. 

Six feet in height, with ſinews of an ox, 
Shoulders to carry coals, and fiſts to box,— 
Behold—O ſhame !—a thing of whip and hem 
A He-Miſs Millener—*< Your orders, Me*'m ?— 


Rouge, lip-ſalve, chicken gloves, perfumery, 
« Hair cuſhions, gauzes, buftles ?—He! he! he!“ 


So thick the neck-cloth, and the neck ſo thin! 
He'd ſwear they bore a poultice for the chin. 
And leſt the cold the adjacent ears ſhould harm, 
See half a foot of cape to keep em warm; 
While the ſtiff edge, for better purpoſe made, 
Rubs off the whiſkers it was form'd to ſhade, 
With eyes of fire that vie with ſnuffs in ſockets, 


And hands diſtreſs d for want of waiſtcoat ponds : 


The crutch of levity directs their gait ; 


And wanghee bends beneath their wangling weight. 


Turn we from him to breed of higher bearing, | 
Still Falſtaff's men, all radiſh and cheeſe- paring!— | 

Oh! could he ſketch ſome figures that one ſees— | 
Tied up with ſtrings at ſhoes and ſtrings at knees!— 


* 


But 
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But now, to ſhift the ſcene from men bewitch'd, 
To one with Briton's genuine ſons enrich'd ; 
In laws, in arms, their country's ſtrength and pride, 
And choſen patterns for the world beſide. 
High o'er the croud, inform'd with patriot fire, 
Pure as the virtues that endear his fire ! 
See one who leads—as mutual trials prove— 
A band of brothers to a people's love: 
One, who on ſtation ſcorns to found controul, 
But gains pre-eminence by worth of ſoul. 
Theſe are the honours that on reaſon's plan, 
Adorn the Prince, and vindicate the man, 


While gayer paſlions, warm'd of nature's breaſt, 
Play o'er his youth—the feathers of his creſt. 


THE WORLD, 


OF. 28, 1789. 


BENGAL SONG. 


TuNnEt,—« O ſay, Bonny Laſs.” 


An! why NUNDOLAAL, thus ſeduce a coy creature, 

From kindred—from friends—and then cruelly treat 
her ? | | 

I cannot conceive, Love, you meant to deceive me, - 

But why, pr'ythee why in diſtreſs do you leave me ? 


By the waves of diſhonour my boat's overtaken, 
By you it was launch'd, and by you 'tis forſaken ; 
Ah! why haſt thou done this? my Love hadſt thou 
- Cheriſh'd, 
The helm had remain'd—nor my good name have pe- 
riſh'd. N 


But you, cruel Ingrate ! my virtue purſuing, 
In that fatal moment accompliſh'd my ruin ; 
Relying upon thee——too confident notion 
My all, in an inſtant, was ſunk in the ocean. 
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Eben then, while enſlav'd by affliction and ſorrow, 
You flatter'd my hopes with the phantom to-morrow ; 


Under faireſt pretences continu'd to grieve me 
As long as I live—l will think on't, believe me. 


Lilchandra Lag 0 unfortunate 3 
Lament not in vain tho eſtrang'd from thy duty; 
*Tis. pity—O, fair one thou didſt not diſcover, - 
Ere this, thy betrayer a treacherous lover. 


AMBROSIUS., 


—— 
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SONNET. 


/ BY 
Mr. RANNTIE. 


Vr hoary cliffs and precipices dire, 
Againſt whoſe baſe is daſh'd deſtructive waves 
In whoſe dread vaults the echo'd ſounds expire, 
Of all the pain-fraught ſighs my boſom heaves. 


Dark witneſſes of grief! to this ſad heart, 
- Behold, once more, your pointed horrors preſt ! 
Which courts your ſolitude, to ſhun the dart 
Of Malice, iſſu'd from the ranc'rous breaſt. 


Majeſtic rocks! as down each fractur'd fide 
Your rugged ruins tumble to the plain, 


To ſullen fancy, ye appear like pride 
Exonerating inſolent diſdain : 


Pleas'd that your pride is leſſen'd as they fall, 
She views th'inſulted earth, like patience, bear them 
all. TOSS, 


„ * 
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INSCRIPTION 
ON THE . 
MONUMENT 
8 or 


Sis GEORGE SAVILLE, Yorxx CATHEDRAL. 


To the Memory of Sir GEORGE SAVULE, Bart. 
Who in five ſucceſlive Parliaments 
| Repreſented the County of York, 
The public love and eſteem of his fellow-citizens 4 
Have decreed this Monument. 


In private life he was benevolent and ſincere: 
His charities were extenſive and ſecret; 
His whole heart was formed on principles 
Of generolity, mildneſs, juſtice, and univerſal candour. 


In public, the patron of every national improvement; 
In the Senate, incorrupt; 
In his commerce with the world, diſintereſted. 
v genius enlightened, in the means of doing good, 
He was unwearied in doing it. 
His Life was an ornament and bleſſing to the age 
In which he lived; and, after death, his memory 
7 K 2 Will 
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Will continue to be beneficial to mankind, 
By holding forth an example of pure and unaffected 
7 virtue, 
Moſt worthy of imitation to the lateſt poſterity ! 
He departed this hfe, January 9, 1784, 
In the 58th year of his age, 
Beloved and lamented. 


**— 


— 
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SIMKIN in LONDON, 
TO HIS 


BROTHER SIMON in WALES. 


Y ov remember, Dear S1MoN, my formerly ſtating» 

That BuxkE was diſpleas'd with my ſtyle of narra- 
ting. 

Alas! now I find, I'm forever rejected, 

As a new Poet Laureat is lately elected: 

This intelligence cruel, I draw from a hint, 

Convey'd thro' a late publiſb a, ludicrous Print. 

But leſt this ſhould be thought not explicit enough, t 

I muſt tell you, the Party that wears Blue and Buff, 

Have ſubſcrib'd for an Artiſt, a liberal Fee, | 

(Tho? they never once thought of ſubſcribing for nme) 

Who, with great Ingenuity, Labour, and Pain, 

Has pourtray'd the deſign of ſome Partizan's Brain; 

*Tis inſcrib'd, by conſent, to a * Ducness Divine,: 

The Pride, and the Hope, of the CavENDISE line. 


* Tf Simkin is in ch Artiſt, Mr. PoLLARD, muſt 
be reſponfible The words are To HER GRA the Du- 
« CHESS of DEvoNsSHIRE, this Print of INDIA VinDI- 


« CATED, is, by HER PERMISSION, moſt HuMBLY DE- 
„ DICATED.” 4 
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Firſt, LiBzxxTY's GoDDEss, aſſuming the Face, 

The Perſon, the Air, and the Shape of Her Grace, 

Holds out her Fore-finger, intending to ſhow 

Her Apoſtles—BukkE, Fox, Parilie, Francis, 
and Joe. 

With her Cap and her Staff, ſhe ſeems ready to holloa, 

Lo! theſe are the lads, which the Ducutssts follow, 

BURKE, dreſs'd like the great Roman Orator GRAC- 
CHUS, | 

Wants only a mob at command, to attack us ; 

And the viſage of CHARLES, full of ſpirit and fire, 

Seems as if he would lay Ten to One on Hicn-FLYER; 

And the modern dreſs'd Jos EH, with Rouge in his 
face, wn 

Looks as if he could collar a Fuftice of Peace; 

Whilſt theſe heads all ſeem in an attitude ſpeaking, 


PhiIIIr, drawn at full length, appears creeping and 
ſneaking. 


Mean time ſee the GopDpess her left hand direct 
To a beautiful figure—REcorDER ELecT! 
Whoſe likeneſs expreſſive, decidedly ſhews 
Her Siſter renown'd, is © b“ Hiftorical Muſe.” 


The Lady, I've heard, is preparing a Work, 
The AcTs of the PaTRIOTs—Fox, JoSE?H, and 
-BuRKE, 
08> 


4 % 
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*Tis a Copy I luckily got from a friend, 

Of aſweet pretty Opt, which her Ladyſhippenn'd.* 

This model of eloquence, ſtyle, and expreſſion, 

Was preſented the Day of KING CHARLEs's Ac- 
CESSION ; 

I mean on that great ANNIVERSARY DAT, 

When the Wes TMINSTER Mos, firſt acknowledg'd 

his ſway; 

And that this bleſſed day may be never forgot, 

*Twill hereafter be kept like the Gun- Powder Plot. 

Next year we expect all the Bells in the Steeple 

Will ring the whole day, for this Man of the People ; 

And if I were KING Gonk, while the Hero is 
living, 

I would make it an Annual Day of Thankſgiving. 

And the Almanack Makers, in future, tis ſaid, 

Will diſtinguiſh the Tenth of October with red. 


As a proof of her ſkill, an encloſure I ſend, | 


Should Jos EFH, Dear Brother, his promiſe fulfil, 
(Tho? on cafting the Odds, I much doubt if he will) 
I'll give you the cream, when he lets me peruſe 
The As of the Patriots, by Liberty's Muſe. 


* The Anniverſary Ode which follows this Lettgg. 
K 4 Sb 


Her Vot'ries, however, would gladly pull down 


| 
| 
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To return to the Print—where the Goddeſs of Free- 
dom | 
Deals Her Oracles out, to ſuch people as need 'em, 
*Tis delightful to ſee this DrviniTyY trample 
On chains, ſetting ſubjects an uſeful example; 
And ſhe who has forc'd ſuch a number to wear 'em, 
With eaſe can inſtruct her own Captives to tear em. 


The Enfigns of Government, Sceptre, and Crown. 

At the Foot of the Column, black people are kneeling, 

Ta raiſe in the Patriots, compaſſionate feeling; 

Or to gratefully thank them, for having procur'd 

Relief from Diſtreſſes they newer endur d; 

For perſuading the Commons, that man to condemn, 

Who preſerv'd to the Crown its moſt brilliant Gem ; 

Or, perhaps, for preventing all farther abuſe, 

By turning THEIR WEALTH te the NATIONAL USE, 

MunNny BEGUM, whoſe Fame BURKE ſo wickedly + 
painted, 


Is drawn like the Lapy, who b fainted > 
At a Tale of Diſtreſs,“ with which you are ac- | 
quainted, — 


This BEGUM, BURKE ſaid, was a Praſtitute common, 
A diſgrace to ber Sex, a wile profiigate Woman ; 


* The Story of DEB Six. 


BROTHER SIMON IN WALES. 137 

U  — — o— ___ 
And though from the dregs of the people ſhe ſprung, 
Made a Bec uM, becauſe ſbe enchantingly ſung : 
But, in juſtice to BURKE, I muſt own he recanted, 
When his Evidence fail'd, and the BEGUM's was 

wanted ; 

Then her Credit remain'd unimpeach'd and unſbaken, 
And a hearſay from her was a proof to be taken. 


But *tis ſurely affronting Cec1L14, to place her 
In a ſtation like this—nay, it needs muſt diſgrace her; 
And, indeed, at firft fight, I ſuſpected a plot, 

That the ARTIST was brib'd, and corrupted by SCOTT, 

To exhibit this BecUuM, whom EDMUND accus'd 

Of crimes, as an Angel, by HASTINGS abusd— 

To ſhew Inconſiſtency and variation, 

Thus fixing diſcredit on EDMUND's Narration; 

But the Majox, if wiſe, of his caſh might be ſpa- 
ring, * 

For the Charges of BURKE are ſufficiently glaring. 

But f'nce Inconſiſtency is not alarming, 

On the contrary, I think variety charming ; 

And now I am reading a book of that name, 

Whoſe pleaſantries varied, demonſtrate the ſame. 


The Artiſt diſplay'd ſome ſatirical fun, 
By putting forth GREY and ANSTRUTHER for one. 
| Where- 
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Wherein, I preſume, he adopted the plan, 

Of their putting nine Taylors to make up a Man; 

And concluded that Rajau CHREYT Six to pour- 
tray, | 

Would take two ſuch men as ANSTRUTHER an 
GREY. | | 

But perhaps into error the Artiſt was led, 

By reading what ANSTRUTHER formerly ſaid ; 

For who would conceive that CytEyT SING was the 
ſame, | 

The identical Perſon, as well as the Name, 

Whom ANSTRUTHER ſaid, in his conſcience be held 

To be legally imd, and with juſtice expell'd. 

But now, as this verſatile Hero contends, 

Was puniſh'd unjuſtly, for villainous ends. 


Farewell, I ſhall write you again when I glean 
The AcTs of the AyosTLES—(the PaTRIOTS I 
mean.) 


THE WORLD, 


Nov. 18, 1789. 
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THE GREAT ANNIVERSARY ODE, 
BY THE | 


HISTORIC MUSE. 


GenTLe BuTCHeRs! ring your cleavers— 

ROYAL CoBLERs! Barbers! Weavers | 

CHIMNEY-SWEEPERS! and COAL-HEAVERS! 
Leave your work, and come away |! 

CoorERSs, down with adze and wimble! 

TAYLORS, drop the yard and thimble! 

Linx-BoYs and LAMP-LIGHTERS nimble, 
Come and keep this HoLipar ! 


Drink and drive away the vapours— 

When the night comes, light your tapers ; 

Dance and ſing, and cut high capers, 
Dedicate this day to mirth. 

Let this day be ne'er neglected! 

But, like CHRISTMAS, be reſpected 

FOX this day was firſt elected 


FOX the greateſt man on Earth! 


Not 
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Not the glorious REvoLUTION, 
Checking lawleſs perſecution. 
Which ſecur'd our ConsTITUTION 

Free, for overturning ſhocks— 
Not the BRxunswick Coronation, 


Chaſing Por' R from the nation. 


E'er deferv'd commemoration, 
Like th ELECTION of CHARLES FOX! 


When the HERO tells his ſtory, 
Acts of ſplendor, deeds of glory, 
Will diffuſe their light before ye 
Then beſtow your loud applauſe! 

WaLTER TYLER, clad in armour | 
MASTER Car, the great Reformer 
CROMWELL's ſelf was never warmer, 

Than CHARLES FOX in Virtue's cauſe ! 


Cre and B, by joint endeavour, 
Thirteen Provinces did ſever 
From the BRITISH CROWN for ever! 
Noble CHARLES, and loyal BURKE! 
Iriſh Independance rearing, : 
Kingdoms two aſunder tearing, | 
Make the CRown not worth the wearing 
This, indeed, is glorious work ! 


4 | Gal. 


BY THE HISTORIC MUSE. 141 
D 
Gallant CHARLES, the Nation's bleſſing, 
Eas'd your SHoPs of tax diſtreſſing, 
Laid thereon by Pir r, oppreſſing 
Hail, for ever, BLuk and Burr! 
Still there's ſomething more provoking, 
PiTT has laid a tax on ſmaakrng, 
Whilſt your wives and mothers, croaking— 
Dread another tax on Snuff. 


ToasT the PRINCE and RoYAL BROTHER, 

Whilſt ſome folk, in places other 

Toaſt his FATHER att his MoTHER— 
Drink the PzoPLE's MAIESTYI 

Drink about, ye thirty fiſbes ! 

Toaſting with ſincereſt wiſhes, 

RussELs, BENTINCKS, CAVENDISHES, 

With FIiTZWILLIAM, ever free! 


Godlike CHARLES, the World's Eighth Wonder! 
In St. STEPHEN's ſqueaking thunder, 
Keeps the frighted Members under : 
Oh! let FOX be ne'er caſt out l 
Riſe; ye gallant ſons of freedom 
Damn the laws, and never heed em! 
Wealthy villains only need 'em— 
Honeſt poor can live without. 


— 
— 
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See the SIRE, by Sox forſaken— 
F. perſuades the Heir miſtaken, 
The Prerogative to weaken— 

Thanks to CHARLES's ſoothing tongue. 
When he ſpeaks—Huzza!—encore him! 
Tumble down, and kneel before him! 

Kiſs his bce-ftring, and adore him 

CHARLES from Freedom's Goddeſs ſprung ! 


——— ͥ — Seo 
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At next WESTMINSTER ELECTION, 
Guard with care againſt defeCtion ; 
Give delinquents juſt correftion— #« 

| Bring a Hundred Thouſand Votes. 
Collar Mac1sTRATEs and fright em 
Meet your foes, and boldly fight 'em— 
SAMSON like, with jaw-bone ſmite em, 

Make clean work, and cut their throats. 
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INSCRIPTION on a STONE 
| IN A 


GARDEN near PLYMOUTH. 
1 


 Hic Jacet 
| Parvula, 
Heu quam fidelis, amabilis, jucunda, ſajax 
Olim Vicinis nota, 
Puellis, Pueriſque chaga, 
Dominis ſemper chariſlima ; 
Quam diu deflenda ! 
Hoſpes, Comeſque, blandula, vagula: 
Quz vixit annos undecim, 
Et diſrupta vena, 
Vitam innocuam, nunquam redituram, 
Sine gemitu 
Protinus amiſit. 
Anno M. DCC. LXXIX. 
Vale igitur Catella, 
Et in Memoria Vive. 
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In MokTEM HONORATISSIMI 


Domini ROBERTI MANNERS. 


_ T's, decus Angliaci nantæ, pulcherima proles 
Heroum, lauro cum gemituq; ſequor : 
Nam patriz ſtudio delectos inter opimos 
Inſignem, virtus te tua multa premit. 
Ne pigeat cecidiſſe, immiſtaq; fata trophzis 
Eternum Mores promeruere diem. 


4 


On THe DRATH or 


Lord ROBERT MANNERS. 


Dax ſon of Gran», glory of the fleet! 

O'er whom our tears and exultation meet! 

To naval war, by patriot genius led, 

You, valour's victim, crown'd with trophies bled. 
We may lament, but your diſtinguiſh'd name 
Manners, and merit, win eternal fame. 
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FR N US 


Queen of the RAPT*'ROUS HOUR | 
O, CyPRIan VENUS, hear! 
I court thy gentle pow'r! 


I love to be thy ſlave! 

Enchanting daughter of th'inconſtant wave, 
My heart is all thy'own! 

I worſhip thee alone! 

For ſure thy ſmile is wond'rous dear 

The LANGUOR OF THY STEDFAST ET 
And dear thy cheeks freſh glow, | 
Thy wavy locks, and breaſt of ſnow, 

And, dearer ſtill, Thy Y1ELDING/ SIGH. 


To thee, an altar will I raiſe, 
And bind it round with many a rofe— 
With myrtle and ſweet jeſſamine, 
The pale pink and the 6aDDING wooDBINGE; 
And ev'ry flow'r that blows. 
And there, the wiſtful maid ſhall gaze— 
Vor. III, L 
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And there, the Rinc-Dove's note 
Shall ſwell his am'rous throat 
And there, the friſking kid ſhall play, 
The MiLk-wWwRITE LAus ſhall fondly ſtray, 
And, mounting high, on dappled wing, 
The hov'ring Lax ſhall gayly ſing; 


But ev'ry bird of boding cry 


The bliſsful ſcene ſhall ly— 


And ev'ry noxious reptile leave the grove, 


Sacred to PEACE, to INNOCENCE and LovR! 


O, may'ſt thou, at thy vot'ry's pray'r, 
Bring to my longing arms 
The blooming Maid I moſt adore— 
Sweet is her eye, her ſhape, her air, 
Herſelf a WiLDERNEss of CHARMs. 
And may I then thoſe beauties preſs! 
And live amid the wild exceſs l 
Her zone untoos'd I'll bear to thee, 
ETERNAL QUEEN of ECSTACY :; 
My gratitude can do no morel 


O, come, my Fair ONE, come away, 
And view the riſing STAR of Day! 
How proud he-pours the mighty beam, 
That ſeems to fire yon chryſtal ſtream ? 
2 | While 
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While on the early breeze is borne 

The diſtant muſic of the HoR x, 

That mingles with the hunter's cry, 

To hail the welcome Deity! 

SrorRTIve PLEASURE, deck'd in green, 
Roves the Tus cAx hills between, 

And with heads amid the ſkies, 

Th' empurpl'd APPENINES ariſe |— 

Where winter ſullenly retires | | 
From FLAUNTING SUMMER'S SCORCHING FIRES, 
Love has made the ſcene ſo gay, 
Brightens e'en the morning ray 
Nature wears a dreſs divine, 

While your arm is lock'd in mine! 
Love alike ſubdues the power 

Of the Dog-ſtar's ſultry hour, 

And ſcatters odours thro? the glade, 
As fond I view the bluſhing maid, © 
When $ILENCE reigns—ſave where the bee 
Labours on with buſy glee, . 
Humming deep his drowſy ſong, 
While the riv'let glides along! 

Or the ſturdy woodman's ſtroke, 
Humbles ſome gigantic oak! - 

Or, perchance, is heard from far, 
The murmur of the rattling carl. 
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Soon as Ev*'NnING, mild and grey, 
Steals upon the parting day, 
And the bat purſues his flight, 
Riſing on the feeble light; 
While the AT ric BIRD of wor 
Pours her plaintive notes, and flow— 
Pan (ſo pleaſing Fancy ſays) 
Takes his ruſtic pipe and plays, 
While the SaTYRs trooping round, 
With ears erect, devour the ſound | 
And the wanton Fauns are ſeen 
Dancing o'er the level green. 


Let us, now, from yonder height, 
View the ſilver horn of night 
That the Moox appears to bear, 
Like a huntreſs, through the air— 
This is, ſure, the hour of Love 
Each tumultuous care at reſt ! 
Thrilling hopes can only move, 
Thrilling tranſports fire the breaſt! 


O, VexNvus, hail! all hail, immortal Queen! 
Thou reign'ſt, unbounded, o'er the human ſcene! 
Where the bright THaMEs ſhines forth in azure 

_ | 
To where the GAx cs rolls a foamy tide— 


Where 


8 
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Where the redundant N1LE expands his courſe, 

Or Ni AG ARA throws her headlong force— 

Still, from the Eaſt to Weſt, from Pole to Pole, 

THOU EER SHALT RULE, GREAT SOV*'REIGN OF 
THE WHOLE! 


THE WORLD, 


Nov. 28, 1789. 
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Gay PHotEBus, the Patron of Poets below, 


e Ji: 


ARCHERY. 


O, aid me of ARCHERs to ſing— 
For thou art accounted the God of the Bow, 
As well as the God of the STRING, 


My Orp Buck! 


The faſhion of SHooTING, 'twas You that BEOAN 
When you ſhot forth your beams from the ſkies— 
For Curip was firſt in purſuing your plan, 
And the GoDppessEs ſhot with their EYES, 
| The BRICHT GIRLS! 


Dix A, who ſlaughter'd the brutes with her darts, 


Ne'er hit but one lover, or ſo ; 
For VENUs was better in aiming at hearts, 
And had always more Strings to her Bow, 
The SLY JADE! 


On beautiful IxIs, APOLLO beflow'd 
A Bow of unparallel'd hue— 
It ſoon grew her hobby-horſe, and, as ſhe rode, 
Like an Arrow ſhot from it, ſhe flew, 
| Gavupy DAR! 
6 By To 


© ARCHERY, | 152 
To EARTH came the ART of the AxchExs, at laſt, 
And was follow'd with eager purſuit ! 
But the Sons of APOLLO all others ſurpaſs'd, 


With ſuch very. Long Bows did they ſhoot, 
Lying Docs! 


ULyssEs, the hero, was known long ago, 
In wiſdom and'Strength to excel ; 
So he left in his houſe an inflexible Bow, 
And a ſtill more INFLEXIBLE BELLE, 
Lucky Doo! 


The ParTHIAans were BOWMEN of old, * their 
pride 
Lay in FicaTING and ſcamp'ring too— b 
But the Bz1ToNs thought better the ſport to divide, 
So THEY And their Enemies FLEW— 
The BRAVA Bors! 
Be a HEALTH to the BRAVE vgs ous Bownenn, our 
ſong, i 
They can almoſt take aim in the 8 
Their Bows are ſo STAUNCH, and their STRINGS 
are ſo STRONG, F | 
And their Ax RO ws fly ſtrait to the Mann; 297% 
Br1TiS8H Boys! 
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To 


Hair, Diaxa, Goddeſs fair! 

Jocund Huntreſs, ever hail!— 

Haſte, and bind thy flowing hair, 

Let us ſeek the diſtant vale— 
EXERCISE ſhall there be near : 
Cheerful Spor ſhall ſhake his ſpear, 
And raiſe his merry voice— — 

Rejoice, Rejoice, REJjorce! 
And ſearch the grounds around, around ! 


Echo, in her ſilent cell, 
Where ſhe liſt'ning loves to dwell, 
Bids her mimic accents riſe, 
Reſponſive to the ſound : 
Around, around, around! ſhe cries. 


Wins is only rage and noiſe : | 
Love, alas! is ſerious folly— 

Then adieu, ye tranſient joys, 
Sighs, and ſaddeſt melancholy : 


TO DIANA, 158 


Yes, adieu! adm for ever, a 
All the madneſs that ye bring; 

From your pangs myſelf I ſever, 
Now the Morning's on the wing. 


Comes, O CRESCENT BEARING Maip| 
Lead me to the ſportive ſhade ; 
O'er the mountain, 
Thro' the grove, 
By the lake, or ſilver fountain; 
Whereſoe'er thy footſteps rove 
I'll purſue, 
Still in view. 


See, from yonder frowning wood, 
Burſts in rage the BRIST LED BOAR: 
Many an arrow drinks his blood 
Proud he hears the wild uproar, 
And eyes aſkaunt, with fierce diſdain, 
The bleeding dogs, that yell in vain. 


Now he ſeeks the foaming tide, 
Plunges in, himſelf to hide; 
But, alas! th* unerring dart 
Deeply rankles in his heart 
Reeling forth, he ſhuts his eyes, 
Groans in agony, and dies 


Now 
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And mark! how o'er the World's domain 


| | K 


Now we ſeem to ride the wind, 
While the Crace, of every kind, 
Urges on our wand'ring glee— 

O the rapt*rous energy! 


HrAaLTH, with roſy cheek, is there | | 
TrovucnHTLEss EAsE, unknown to care: 
Pack, that waves, in wanton fold, 5 
Her curls of burniſh'd gold; 
And LAUGHTER, too, 
Is ever nigh, W 1 85 
With dimpling cheek, and half ſhut eye, 
And face of crimſon hue ! 
And (more the ſoul to bleſs) 
With animating look, and warm careſs, 
With careleſs ſtep, and free, 
QUEEN of HERSELF, and fond of change, 
From place to place is ſeen to range, 
EcsTaTic LiptkTY! 


Extends, O Diax fair! thy boundleſs reign : 
E'en MicuTY MoNxaRcus leave their Court, 
And to the breathing plains reſort; 
Where, with the ſprightly horn and hound, 
RELIEF FROM REGAL WoEs is FOUND! 
: | „„ 
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** * 
And oft on AFRic's ſultry ſhore, 
The ſavage youth thy joys adore ; 
And oft, where rigid ſeaſons roll, 
In ling'ring ſadneſs, near the Po Lx, 
Amid the realms of endleſs ſnow, 
THov giv'ſt the ox Ly * the Natives kewl, 


Now the pleaſing toil is done, 

And twilight veils the ſetting Sun, 

All beneath yon ſpreading tree 

I'll recline, and THINK OF THEE— 

Of thee, and all thy beauteous train, 

AND FEEL A LOVE WITHOUT A PAIN: 
Such THY CHASTE—thy DEAR DELIGHT— 
WELCOME 8LEEP and WELCOME NIGHT, 


THE WORLD, 
Dec. 12, 1789. 
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INSCRIPTION 
o N THE | 

URN 

or 


VISCOUNTESS PALMER STONE. 


Hexe ſhall our ling*ring footſteps oft be found, 
This is her SHRINE, and CONSECRATES the Ground! 
Here living ſweets around her Altars riſe, 

And breathe perpetual incenſe to the ſkies. 


Here too, the THoucHTLEss and the YounG 
may tread— | 
Who ſhun the drearier Manſions of the dead, 
May here be taught what worth the World has 
known ; 


Her Wit, her Senſe, her Virtues, were her own! 


To her peculiar !—and for ever loſt 
To thoſe who knew, and therefore, lov'd her moſt. 


O! if yRoMPT Pir v ſwells o'er Virtue's eye, 
Check not the Tear, nor ſtop the uſeful Sigh! 
From ſoft Humanity's ingenuous flame 
A wiſh may riſe to emulate her fame, 

| | And 


E 
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And ſome faint image of her worth reſtore, 
When thoſe who now lament her, are no more. 


THE WORLD, 
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INSCRIPTIONS 
AT 
LORD HARCOURT's ELEGANT VILLA, 


AT 


NEWNHAM. 


JEAN JACQUES ROUSSEAU, 


Sar, is thy honeſt heart to VigTue warm! 
Can GErNn1vs animate thy feeling breaſt! 


Approach—behold this venerable form ! 
'Tis Rousszauv- Let thy boſom ſpeak the reſt ! 


, BROOKE BOOTHBY., 


CATO, 


A ce nom Saint, & Auguſte, tout ami de la vertu 
Doit mettre le front dans la Pouſſiere, et Honorer 
En ſilence la Memoire du plus Grand des Hommes. 


J. J. ROUSSEAU, 


LOCK E. 


1 


INSCRIPTIONS, Ce. 1359 
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LOCE'E. 


Who made the whole INTERNAL WORLD his own, 
And ſhew'd confeſs'd to reaſons purged eye, 
That NATURE's FIRST BEST GIFT was LIS EKT TI 


FAUNUS. 


Faunus would oft, as HORACE ſings, 
Delighted with his rural ſeats, 
Forſake Arcadia's groves and ſprings, 
For ſoft Lucreti-e's retreats— 
"Twas BEAUTY CHARM'D| What wonder then ? 
Enamour'd of a fairer ſcene, | 
The changeful God ſhould change again, 
And here, for os, fix his reign. 


W. WHITEHEAD. 
C_—_ 
APOLLO. 
Lucipo D1o. 
> Par Cui L'April Fioriſce. 


METASTASIO, 
HEBE, 


INSCRIPTIONS, Sr. 
—ñ . — — 
HE BE. 
HER, from thy cup divine, 
Shed, O ſhed! nectareous dews z 
Here o'er NATUR?'s LIVING SHRINE, 
Th' immortal drops diffuſe! 
Here, while every bloom's diſplay'd, 
Shining fair in vernal pride, 
Catch the colours ere they fade, 
And check the green blood's ebbing tide: 
Till YouTa BrRERNAT, like thine own prevail, 
Safe from the NicnT's Dame WiNG, or Day's Ix- 
$1DIOUS GALE, " 


DS SS Z Z — 
VENUS. 
Thee, Gopptss! thee, the clouds and tempeſts fear, 


And at thy pleaſing preſence diſappear ; 
For thee, the Land in fragrant flowers is dreſs'd ! 


3 
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THE 


RURAL BARD. 


AMORETTS: 


Warn firſt, O ZeLinval I ſaw thoſe fair eyes, 


I thought ſome kind Goppess had dropp'd from the 
ſkies, 
Some favourite of mortals to bleſs : 
I thought, but alas! it was a joy too divine, 
I thought this nioſt fortunate lot might be mine 
But mine was a lot of diſtteſs. 


I reaſon'd from ſcenes FaTe has ſeldom controll/d— 

I felt my paſt moments were moments of gold, 
And vainly defy'd a reverſe : 

I knew not that Fate, in its intricate round, 

But ſmil'd to deceive, and but promis'd to wound; 
More keenly thus pointing its curſe. | 
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DCC . — — 
VE Pow'Rs ! who holy vigils keep, 
While NATURE ſinks to reſt, 
And pour the gentle balm of ſleep 
' TFhro' many a weary breaſt— 
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If to a wretch, whom fate has croſs'd 
In Love's perplexing ſnares ; 

Loſt to himſelf, to Nature loſt, 
Extend your guardian cares! 


O ſteep theſe lids in poppy'd dew, 

And bid ZxLINx DA riſe! 

That fancy may, at laſt, renew 
What envious Fate denies. 


SAPPHIC. 


BL.esT were the NIE, ends in ae gay ſea- 
ſon, | 
Sportive I roam'd, to rural joys no ſtranger : 


namen 80 i uncontroul'd by reaſon, 
Fearleſs of danger. 


RE” | ia Light 
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Light as the breezy Jeſſamin of morning ff 3 
Plays o'er the greenſward, thick with dew be- 
ſpangled; | | | 
So beat my 3 ev'ry ſorrow ſcorning, 
Light and > 


Ah! Days of RayTURE! tho? with hand eventing, 
Heedleſs I then cropt ev'ry Mountain Treaſure; 
Now, now I prize you—now, with many a greeting, 

View each paſt pleaſure. 
Now, while fierce phrenzies all my veins inherit; 
Craz'd by Deſpair, enſlay'd by Love's ſeduction— 
Gops! Give me Hors, or hurl this haggard ſpirit 
Back to Deſtruttion! 


O, gentle Hoyt! whoſe lovely form, 
The plunging Sza-Bovy midſt the ſtorm, 
Sees beck*ning from the Strand: 

If yet thy ſmiles can chaſe the ſighs, 
From love and adverſe fate which riſe, 
O view this lifted hand! 
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Through dire Deſpair's tremendous ſhade, 
Supported by thy ſecret aid, 
The heedleſs ſpirit flies: 
Thy ſight ſuſtains her drooping powers, 
. Thy finger points to brighter hours, 
And clears the diſtant ſkies. Wt 


Then haſte thee, Hor; and o'er my head, 
- While yet imperious tempeſts ſpread, 
Obtrude thy magic form. 
O!] give me, ere gay youth decline, 
o view the proud ZELINDA mine, 
And I'll deſpiſe the ſtorm. 


SOFT as the breath of Zzr rx flows, 
When firſt he woos the Yirgin Roſe, 
So ſoft ZR LIN DAꝰs lips aſſail, 

When Love _ the tender 1. 


But when, in nk of 3 bliſs, 
She deigns th' elyfum of a kiſc— 

0 Ah! how ſhall mortal language tell, 
Wl. | In that kind kiſs, what raptures dwell. 


THE nan ARD. 


Boaſt, boaſt no more the honey d cane— = 
Ye gods, your nectar'd cup reſtrain! 

Nor EAx TR, nor HEAVEN, can give to ſip 
The ſweetneſs of n $ lip. 


CHORUS. 


Now, while gentle SprkING returning, 
Melts to balm the boiſt'rous year: 

Young NATURE, ev'ry bondage ſpurning, 
As the roſy hours draw near: 


Now, ZeLinDa, from thy breaſt, 
Chaſe, O chaſe each cold diſdain! 
Now be Loy e's /oft pillow preſt; 
oY een now, let rapture reign, 


x Ae thro? all the wild creation, 
Vocal joys reſponſive bound— 
Ah! feels thy ſoul no new vibration, 
As it roams the landſcape round. 
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Now then, from thy yielding breaſt, 
Chaſc, O chaſe each cold diſdain! 

Now be Love's ſoft pillow preſt; 
Now, een now, let rapture reign. 


# * 
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PROLOGUE. 
To 


KING FOHN. 


2 Spoken by Mr, Bourke. 
Have you ne'er ſeen, (a quaint device 'tis reckon'd) 
In DopsLEY's Poems, Vol. I. and page the Second, 
A troop of Boys, in ſportive guiſe, who bear 
The arms of MaRs, and attributes of War, 
Aſſay the ſword to draw, the ſpear to wield, 

And raiſe, with force combin'd, the maſſive ſhield ; 
Whilft one o'erwhelm'd, yet dreadful to the reſt, 
Nods the dire plumes that threaten o'er the'creſt ; 
Not quite ſo young, yet, as we hope, more fit, 

Lo! we attempt, before this crowded pit, 

In feudal arms, and royal robes, to ſtalk, 

With tragic dignity of mien and walk; 

And deck'd with terrors, from THEATRIC SHELVES, 
Start at the PHANTOMs we have RA1S'D OURSELVES, 
Yet, let not harſh ſeverity deride 

Theſe early efforts of ingenuous pride ; 

Think, but how oft, with more inglorious art, 

Men mimick us, and Acr a BoyisH PART; 

M 4 | Who- 
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Whoe'er in triſies, or in traſb delights— 
In Truant ſport conſumes his days and nights 
Is 8TILL A4 Bor, however he may brag, 
And well deſerves to ride on Bus B's NAG. 
Heavens, how they MULTIPLY by this NEw RULE! 
ENGLAND, itſelf, is one great PuBLic School! 
With MAN NY WICKED Boys—O, dire diſaſter |— 
Spite of the GooD EXAMPLE OF ITs MASTER !— 
Pardon our flippant Wit—the Scene, the Stage 
Inſpire, perhaps, this pert ſatyric rage— 
We laſh not you, whom rather we muſt court, 

To ſtoop your manly judgements to our ſport : 
Nor wiſh you puniſhment, as things now ſtand, 
Except a little CLAPPING on the Hand. ö 
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HIGH LIFE BELOW STAIRS. 


Spoken by Mr. Bux BZURx. 


W axx firſt theſe Scenes our Author's pen deſign'd, 
The Force of Ton was partial and confin'd ; 
Yet, even then, while Faſhion yet was young, 
Her rage was catching, and her influence ſtrong 
Swift from the travell'd Beau and titled Dame, 
Lacquies and Abigails confeſs'd the flame. 
The vaſt ambition fires the menial Band, 
And RETAIL FOLLIEs bloom at SECOND-HAND. + 
Does LOVELACER drink or game? The For beſtows 
His CasT-OFF Vicks with his CasT-orF CLOATHS, 
-Does he redeem his loſſes at Duxe's PLace? 5g” 
And raiſe ſupplies from IsXAEL's flinty race? 
His Gentleman purſues the ſame career— 
And, Damme — is diſtreſs'd like any Peer ;** 
Follows thro? Diſſipation's various Stages, By 
Takes Money on Reverfionary WaGEs: 
Like LovELAcx ſelf, his waſting Purſe recruits, -* 
And grants PosT-OB1Ts upon BIKTH-DAY Sutrs. 


« High | 
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x70. ' PROLOGUE: TO 

« High Life's the word!” The rage of Imitation 
Burns high in every breaſt throughout the Nation ; 
The phrenzy rages wide—each paſling hour 


Exhibits growing Tox's increaſing pow'r: 


On ev' ry brain the changeful Demon flies, 
Now bids Tour EES to fall—now Cares to RISE. 


Now at his word, the obedient Muſlin ſwells, 


And Beaux, with Monſtrous ach een out 
at PouTING BELLES.. 

No longer now confin'd to courtly air, 

TasTE ſweeps reſiſtleſs on thro' TeMeLEe BAR. 


Above, below, the wild contagion ſpreads, 


And dreams of Faſhion float round City Heads. 


Sir BALAAM's toils have realiz'd a Plum 
My Lady's ſpirit kindles at the ſum. 
« Lard, Lo vE , who can live in LoMBARD-STREET? 


« Haſte, let us quit the Mercantile retreat. 


« Here we grub on—while wealth no fame beſtows— 

C We're nobody that any-body knows. 

« How vain the cumb'rous pride of opulence ; 

« Let Faſhions rule, and Taſte direct expence. | 

Thus ſpeaks the glory of my Lok Martor's 
« Ball, : 

« The pond'rous Hannon of unden 8 
4% HALL.” 


Thus 
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Thus ſpeaks the Fair, and gives her wiſhes vent, 
The paſſive Huſband nods a gruff aſſent, | 
Now civic joys, and LOMBARD-$TREET farewell, 
My Lady quits you all, for dear PALL-MALL. 
By brilliant equipage and depth of play, 

At length to certain ſets ſhe makes her way; 
And gains the point her heart deſir'd ſo long, 
To flounce and flounder in exceſs of Tox. 


Yet ſome there are, and thoſe high life can boaſt, 
With nobler claims than thoſe of wit or toaſt : 
Whoſe Rank and Faſhion are their Virtue's foils—- 

[ Bowing to the Audience. 
Their approbation may o'er-pay our toils. | 


* 
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An! why, amidſt this LIFE of Won, 
Does active Fancy love to We 
With ſhadowy proſpects hourly cheat 
Why point to Jo r's ecſtatic bow'rs, 
To wanting ſcenes and laughing hours, 
Ahl why renew the xxown Dfczir ? ( 


ILLUSION all—for round this globe 
1s wrapt AFFLICTION's varied robe— 
And ruthleſs DeaTH ! with ſavage leer, 
Scowls on the LEearN'D, the Gay, the Grear, ' 
The Viscin's bluſh, the Moxarcn's ſtate, 
And couches fierce his iron ſpear ! 


And ſoon, alas! this BRIxd ends, 
But whence it came or whither tends, 
_Ol—Enlighten'd, who ſhall ſay ? 
We Is8vz from the REaLMs of NI nr 
Ex18TENCE ſhews a fearful light— 
We gaze, and WONDER at the Dar! 


But 


EPISTOLARY ODE. 


But ere our eyes can clearly ſee, 
Ere we are well convinc'd To Br, 

The tranſient wital gleam is o'er! 
Sudden we vaniſh, as we came 
Extinguiſh'd is the mortal flame 


We BREATHE, we FEEL, we THINK no more. 


Nor only is our Lips confin'd, 
But human KnowLEDGE, ſhort and blind, 
And all that AzT, that Scixxcs gave! 
Like the ſad race of helpleſs. man, 
Muſt end, as ſure as it began! 
For TiME's an UNIVERSAL GRAVE. 


Nox deem, that we can ought diſcern 
That's New ! Events ſucceed in turn 
Whate'er 1s Now, has BEEN before, 
The SELF-$8AME CIRCLE has been run 
As certain as that yonder SUN 
Has ſet and riſen o'er and o'er. 


Yet weak TRADITION fades away! 
And HisT'xy treats but of à day! 

The Causzs loſt, Errors REMAIN— 
Soon the EFFECTS ALIKE SUBSIDE, 
And IGNORANCE, with barb'rous pride, 
Again reſumes HER DARKEN'D REIGN! 


| THE WORLD, Dec. 25, 1789. 
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EXULTATION: 


A 
PASTORAL. 1 


TRANSLATED from the OAIOIXAL BABELONLAN. 


Benzarn the texture of a penſwe Oar, | 

Where conſcious MEADs in ſoft effuſion broke; i 

And careleſs murmurs feelingly awake, _ | 

Recall the ſylvan coolneſs of the brake— - 

Two Swains reclining, ſooth'd the enamour'd 
tongue, 

And thus with fragrant vows, their oaten Reeds 
they ſtrung. 


$STREPHON.. 


In ev'ry grove, the various floods 6 
A thouſand beauties baſe upon the line; 
The vocal breezes emulate the day, 

But CHLOE is the ſubject of my lay! 


© CORYDON. 
Let LicxTNinNG DANCE its everlaſting round, 
While mazy beams reflect a dawning ſound; 


.A PASTORAL. 178 


A  ——— 
Let Echo in Meanders glide along, 
But PY LL1s is the burthen of my ſong. 


sTRETHOx. 
CHLoe's to me, more fair than azure aght, 
More ſoft than ZeenYRs melting into light; 
Ol] come ye Swains, and leave the enamel d morn, 
Thy? ſportive n rival OY return, | 


..,CORYDON, 
My Pai * ee ſtrives the heat to pierce, 
And ſmiles precarious thro' the gay rewe. 
Ye Hills and Dales that cheer the limpid ſand, 
Bear me where Ages flow at her command. 


STREPHON, ; 
My Love, regardleſs of the vernal Main, 

Like Hox EY bluſbing, variegates my pain; 

And like the Bee, ſhe ſmooths the mantled green, 
Soft as the STAR s, and as the HiLLs ſerenel. | 


| CORYDON. 
My Love is like the rural ſeats above 
The canopy of Far E is like my Love! 
My Lo vx is like the deep in purple dreft ! 
And all AMBROSIA wardles in her breaſt! 


— 
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176 | A PASTORAL. 7 
sSrRETRHRONK. 40 

Now, tell me, Cox box, and CHLOE tal 

What thing is that by KinGs expell'd the lake? 


Whoſe airy footſteps faded as they grew, 
Produc'd in ſilence, yet alive in Blue? 


CORYDON. - 
Firſt tell me, STKEPHON, and be PHILLIS thine; 
What thing is that ſo daringly Divine? 
By reaſon feather'd, and by nature p 
Refulgent, doubled, red and unbl 


* 


MENALCAS. 


Neck! enough! O Shepherds, your delay 


Retards the FLezcY PaRkTNERs of the Spray; 

See how, in clouds the fertile STREAMs ariſe, 

See how profuſion wantons in the SKIES— 

From wave to wave, contending ſhades appear, 

Returning Swans proclaim the welkin near, 

And aid, with ſweets profound, the ſurface of the 
YEAR. 


„ü —— 
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IMITATION or HORACE, 
Book II. Ode XVI. 


BY 
MR. HASTINGS, 
On his Paſſage from Bx x AL to ENGLAND» 


Fon eaſe the harraſs'd ſeaman prays, 
When Equinoctial tempeſts raiſe 
The Cape's ſurrounding wave; 
When hanging o'er the reef he hears 
The cracking maſt, and ſees or fears, 
Beneath, his wat'ry grave. 


For eaſe, the flow Maraza ſpoils, 
And hardier Sic erratic toils, 
While both their eaſe forego ; 
For eaſe, which neither gold can buy, 
Nor robes, nor gems, which oft belie, 
The cover'd heart, beſtow ; 


For neither wealth, nor titles join'd, 
Can heal the ſoul, or ſuffering mind 
Lo; where their owner lies ; 
Vol. III. N Perch'd 


——  ——— 


MITATION OF HORACE, &c 


. , ä —̃ ——v— 


Perch'd on his couch Diſtemper breathes, 
And Care, like ſmoke, in turbid wreathes, 
Round the gay cieling flies. 


He who enjoys, nor covets more, 
The lands his father held before, “ 
Is of true bliſs poſſeſs'd: 

Let but his mind unfetter'd tread, 
Far as the paths of knowledge lead, 
And wiſe, as well as bleſt. 

No fears his peace of mind annoy, 
Leſt printed lies his fame deſtroy, 
Which labour'd years have won; 
Nor pack'd Committees break his reſt, 
Nor avarice ſends him forth in queſt 
| Of climes beneath the ſun, 


Short is our ſpan, then why engage 
In ſchemes, for which man's tranſient age 
Was ne*er by Fate deſign'd; 
Why light the gifts of Nature's hand, 
What wanderer from his native land, 
Fer left himſelf behind ? 


Since this Poem was written, Mr. Has Tixcos has pur- 


chaſed his family eſtate of Daclesford, in Warwickſhire. 


The 


IMITATION OF HORACE, Ge. 179 


/ 


The reſtleſs thought, and wayward will, 
And diſcontent attend him ſtill, 
Nor quit him while he lives; 
At ſea, care follows in the wind, 
At land, it mounts the pad behind, 
Or with the poſt-boy drives, 


He who would happy live to day, 

Muſt laugh the preſent ills away, 
Nor think of woes to come; 

For come they will, or ſoon or late, 

Since mix'd at beſt is. man's eſtate, 
By Heaven's eternal doom. 


Io ripen'd age CLtve liv'd renown'd, 
With lacks enrich'd, with honours crown'd, 
His valour's well-earn'd meed; 
Too long, alas! he liv'd to hate 
His envy'd lot, and died, too late 
From life's oppreſſion freed, 


An early death, was ELL1oT's doom, 
I ſaw his op'ning virtues bloom, 
And manly ſenſe unfold ; 
Too ſoon to fade! I bade the ſtone, 
Record his name midſt Hordes unknown, 
Unknowing what is told, 
| Na To 


IMITATION OF HORACE, 


To thee, perhaps, the Fates may give, 


1 with they may, in health to live, 


Herds, flocks, and fruitful fields; 
Thy vacant hours in mirth to ſhine, 
With theſe the Muſe already thine, 

Her prefent bounties yields. 


For me, O Shore, I only claim, 
To merit, not to feek for fame, 
The good and juſt to pleaſe; 
A ſtate above the fear of want, 
Domeſtic love, Heaven's choiceſt grant, 
Health, leiſure, peace, and eaſe. 


. 
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SONNET. 


ADDpRESSED 
To A 


ROSE. 


SwEET Ros, now blooming on thy native thorn, 
Ah! let me guard the beauties you diſplay; _ 

To ſee them flouriſh thro? another morn, 
And live the triumph of another day. 


May the rude SPOILER, who with fearleſs hand 
To rob thy ſweetneſs would too raſhly dare, 

Give that kind aid, thy tender charms demand, 
Nor ſpoll . ſweets his pity ought to ſpare. 


Some Nx MPH, perhaps, unfeeling would PO 
Impell'd by thoughtleſs vanity alone, 
To urge the period of thy tranſient bloom, 
And ſnatch thy beauties to adorn her own: 
Too ſoon will ſhe her boaſted charms reſign, 
O may ſhe dread their hapleſs fate in thine 
 JUNIA, 
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THE WORLD, 
July 5, 1790. 


Mu. SHERIDAN meeting Miss LiNLEY, now MS. 
| SHERIDAN, at the entrance of @ Grotto in the Vici: 
3 nity of Bath, took the liberty of offering her ſome ad- 
| ; vice u which, apprebending that ſbe aas diſ- 


tue, be tot the following Lines in the cm the 
A * near day. 8 4 : ks 25 


Unocal this moſs-cover'd GRoTTo of ſtone, 
And damp is the ſhade of this dew-dropping tree, - i, 
Yet I this rude Gro with rapture will own, x 
And er damps are refreſbing to me 


For dus ia the Grotto where Dinah rackends... 

As late I in ſecret her confidence ſought ; 
And this is the Tree kept her ſafe from the wind, 
e a aa a 
Then 1 — Lars of ea ſtone, a 
And tell me, thou WiILow, with a 5 
| ping dew, K 20 $063) Dal 21: TY, v8 
Did DzL1a ſeem vext t when HoRATIO was gone? 

A068 Nos conſe her reſentment to you ? 
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Neth ho eich bough as you're waving ity tries 
To whiſper a cauſe for the ſorrow I feel; WRT = 42 
To hint how ſhe frown'd, when I dar'd to adviſe, © > 
And fightd, when the law that I did it with anabf 072 


True, true, filly leaves, ſo ſhe did 1 allow= - 
She frown'd—but no rage in her looks cou'd 1 ſee, 

She frown'd——but REFLECTION had ay: her i 
| She igh'd—bur perhaps rs in iy to mel — 


Then wave thy leaves briſker, thou Allow of ver, 
I tell thee, e 

I cannot, I will not, believe it was ſo·  ' --/ 
e ſhe could not, be angry ith ot 


For well did ſhe know that 1 
It ſunk at the thought of but giving her pain; 

But truſted. its taſk to a faultꝰ ring tongue - 

| Which err d from the Ene end not explain 


vet, oh! if indeed Lve offended the maid, 
If DzIIA, my humble *monition refuſe; 
Sweet WI LLow, the next time ſhe viſits your ſhade, 
Fan gently her boſom, and plead my excuſe. 
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And thou, Say Gnor, in thy Arch may'ſt 1 
Tupo ling ring drops of the night-fallen de 


uu ius letobem fallat ber fees and they'll ſorue. ©" * I 
| | da tears of my ſorrow entrufted ic os | | » W 
| Or leſt they, unheeded, ſhould fall at her feet, „ 

Let them fall on her 5% of Snow; and I ſwear * 
# The next time I viſit thy moſs-cover'd ſeat, * 1 

? - I'll pay thee each drop with a genuine Tear. * 

| E ; | 3 1 

I So may'ſt thou, green WiLLow, for ages thus toſs | | 

Jl Thy branches fo lank, o'er the flow-winding 1 

ſtream > 4 N 0 
| And thou, ſtony ag metal alt thy moſs, | 
1 : While yet there's a Pont to make thee his theme. 


diy more—may my DEL1a till give you her charms 

$ Each ev'ning, and ſometimes the whole ev'ning 
long; | 

Then, GzoTT0, be proud: to ſupport her white arms, 

Then, WiLLow, wave all thy green tops to her 


. 
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